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THE 

SPLENDID SHILLING.^ 



€< ,„ Sing, heavenly Mufe ! 

" Things unattempted yet, in profe or rhyme," 
A (hilling, breeches, and chimeras dire. 

HAPPY the man, who, void of cares and ftrif*> 
In fillcen or in leathern purfe retains 
A Splendid Shilling: he nor hears with pain 
New oyfters cry'd, nor fighs for chearful ale 5 
But with his friends, when nightly nriffe arife, 
To Juniper's Magpye, or Town- Hall # repairs j 
Where, mindful of the nymph, whofe wanton eye 
TranshVd his foul, and kindled amorous flames, 
Ooe, or Phillis, he each circling glafs 
Wilheth her health, and joy, and equal love. 
Meanwhile, he finokes, and laughs at merry tale, 
Or pun ambiguous, or conundrum quaint. 
But I, whom griping penury furrounds, 
And hunger, Aire attendant upon want, 
With fcanty offals, and final] acid tiff 
{ Wretched repaft !) my meagre corpfe fuftain': 
Then foiitary walk, -or doze at home 
Jn garret vile, and with a warming puff 

* Two noted aiehoufes in Oxford, 1700. 
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Regale chill'd fingers ; or from tube as black 

As winter-chimney, or well-polifiVd jet, 

Exhale mundungus, ill-perfuming fcent : 

Not blacker tube, nor of a fhorter fize, 

Smokes Cambro^ Briton (vers'd in pedigree, 

Sprung from Cadwalador and Arthur, kings 

Full famous in romantic tale) when he 

O'er many a craggy hill and barren cliff, * 

Upon a cargo of fam'd Ceftrian cheefe, 

High over-ihadowing rides, with a defigfr 

To vend his wares, or at th' Armenian maity 

Or Maridunum, or the ancient town 

Yclip'd Brechinia, or where Vaga's ftream 

Encircles Ariconium, fruitful foil ! 

"Whence flow ne&areous wines, that well may vie 

With Maflic, Setin, or renowned Falcrn. 

Thus while my joylefs minutes tedious flow, 
With looks demure, and filent pace, a Dun, 
Horrible roonfter ! hated by gods and me i, 
To my aerial citadel afcends, 
With vocal heel thrice thundering at my gate r 
With* hideous accent thrice he calls $ I know 
The voice ill-boding, and the folemn found. 
What mould I do ? or whither turn > Amaz'cf, 
Confounded, to the dark recefs I fly 
Of wood-hole $ ftrait my bringing hairs erecl: 
Through fudden fear 5 a chilly fweat bedews 
My fhuddering limbs, and (wonderful to tell \) 
My tongue forgets her faculty of fpeech 3 
So horrible he ieems. ! His faded brow 

Entrench 
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Entrench'd with many a frown, and conic beard* 

And fpreading band, admir'd by modern flints, 

Difaftrous a&s forebode j in his right hand 

Long fcrolls of paper foletnniy he waves. 

With characters and figures dire infcrib'd, 

-Grievous to mortal eyes 5 (ye gods, avert 

"Such plagues from righteous men !) Behind hinvttalks 

Another monfter, not unlike hirafelf, 

•Sullen of afpecl, by the vulgar calPd 

A Catchpole, whofe polluted hands the gods 

With force incredible, and magic charms, 

Firft have ehdued: if he his ample palm 

Should haply on ill-fated moulder lay 

Of debtor, ftrait his body, to the touch 

Obfequious (as whilom knights were wont) 

To fome inchanted caftle is convey'd, 

Where gates impregnable, and coercive chains, 

In durance ftri& detain him, till, in form 

Of money, Pallas fets the captive free. 

Beware, ye debtors I when ye walk, beware, 
Be circumfpe& 5 oft with iniidious ken 
The caitiff eyes your fteps aloof, and oft 
Lies perdue in a nook or gloomy cave, 
Prompt to inchant fome inadvertent wretch 
With his unhallowed touch. So (poets fing) 
Grimalkin, to domeftic vermin fworn 
-An everlafting foe, with watchful eye 
Lies nightly brooding o'er a chinky gap, 
Protending her fell claws, to thoughtlefs mis* - 
Sure ruin, So her difembowerd web 

B 3 -Ava^\vK«> 
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Arachne, in a hall or kitchen, fpreads 
Obvious to vagrant flies : (he fecret ftands 
Within her woven cell $ the, humming prey, 
Regard] efs of their fate, ruihtm the toils 
Inextricable, nor will aught avail 
Their arts, or arms, or ftiapes of lovely hue j 
The wafp infidious, and the buzzing drone, 
And butterfly proud of expanded wings 
Diftinft with gold, intangled in her fnares, 
Ufelefs refinance make : with eager ftrides, 
She towering flies to her expected fpoils ; 
Then, with envenom'd jaws, the vital blood 
Drinks of reluctant foes, and to her cave 
Their bulky carcafes triumphant drags. 

So pafs my days* Bu,t, when nocturnal (hades 
This world invelop, and th' inclement air 
Perfuades men to repel benumming frofts 
With pleafant wines, and crackling blaze of wood $ 
Me, lonely fitting, nor the glimmering light 
Of make-weight candle, nor the joyous talk 
Of loving friend, delights $ diltrefs'd, forlorn,. 
Amidft the horrors of the tedious night, 
Darkling I figh, and feed with difmal thoughts 
My anxious mind j or fometimes mournful verfc 
Indite, and fing of groves and myrtle fhades, 
Or defperate lady near a purling ftream, 
Or lover pendent on a willow- tree. 
Meanwhile I labour with eternal drought, 
And reftlefs wifli, and rave ; ray parched throat 
Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes repofe ; 
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But if a (lumber haply does invade 

My weary limbs, my fancy *s ftill awake, 

Thoughtful of drink, and eager, in a dream, 

Tipples imaginary pots of ale, 

In vain ; awaJoe I find the fettled thirft 

Still gnawing, and the pleafant phantom curie* . 

Thus do I live, from pleafore quite debarr'd» , « 
Nor tafte the fruits that the fun's genial rays 
Mature, John -apple, nor the downy pe«ch, 
Nor walnut in rough- furrow'd coat fecure, 
Nor medlar fruit delicious in decay : 
Afflictions great ! yet greater ftill remain : 
My Galligaflcins, that have long withftood 
The winter's fury, and encroaching frofts, 
By time fubdued (what will not time fubdue !) ) 
An horrid chafm difclos'd with orifice 
Wide, difcontinuous j at which the winds 
Eurus and Aufter, and the dreadful force 
Of Boreas, that congeals the Cronian waves, . 
Tumultuous enter with dire chilling blafts, 
Portending agues. Thus a well-fraught (hip, 
Long failM fecure, or through th' ^Bgean deep r . 
Or the Ionian, till cruifing near 
The Lilybean more, with hideous cru/h. 
On Scylla, or Charybdis (dangerous rocks !) 
She ftrikes rebounding 5 whence the mattered oak,. . 
So tierce a (hock unable to withftand, 
Admits the feaj in at the gaping fide 
The crowding waves gufh with impetuous rage, 

B*. RefilUcff >r 
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ReMlefs, overwhelming; horrors feize 

The mariners $ death in their eyes appears, 

They ftare, they lave, they pump, they fwear, they 

prays 
» (Vain efforts !) ftill the battering waves ru(h in, 
Implacable, till, delug'd by the foam, 
The^iip. finks foundering in the- raft abyfs* 
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FROM low and abje& themes the groveling Male 
Now mounts aerial, to ting of arms 
Triumphant, and emblaze the martial aft« 
<©f Britain's hero; may the verfe not fink 
-Beneath his merits, but detain awhile 
Thy ear, O Harley • ! (though thy country's weal 
Depends on thee, though mighty Anne requires 
Thy hourly counfels) fince, with every art 
Thyfelf adorn'd, the mean effays of youth 
Thou wilt not damp, but guide, wherever found, 
The willing genius to the Mufes' feat : 
Therefore thee firft, and laft, the Mufe mall fing. 

Long had the Gallic monarch, uncontrol'd, 
Enlarg'd his borders, and of human force 
Opponent (lightly thought, in heart elate, 
As crft Sefoftris (proud Egyptian king, 
That monarchs harneft'd to his chariot yokt 
(Bafe fervkude !) and his dethroned compeers 
Laflit furious ; they in fullen majefty 
Drew the uneafy load) j nor lefs he aim'd 
At univerfal fway : for William's arm 
-Could nought avail, however fam'd in warj 

* This poem was inferibed to the Right Honourable 
Robert Harley, Efq; 1 705, then Speaker of the Honour- 
able Houie of Commons, and Secretary of State. 
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Nor armies leagu'd, that di verily effayM 
To curb his power enormous j like an oak, 
That ; itinds fejture., though all. the winds employ 
Their ceafelefs roar, and only ftieds its leaves, 
Or maft, which the revolving fprihg reftores t * 
So ftood he, and alone j alone defy'd 
The European thrones combined, and ftiil 
Had fet at nought their machinations vain, 
But that great Anne, weighing th* events of war 
Momentous, in her prudent heart, thee chofe, 
Thee, Churchill ! to direct in nice extremes 
Her banner'd legions. Now their priftine worth.* 
The Britons recolieft, and gladly change 
Sweet native home for unaccuftom'd air, 
And other climes, where different food and foil 
Portend difterapers ;- over dank, and dry, 
They journey toilfome, un fatigued with length 
Of march, unftruck with horror at the fight 
Of Alpine ridges bleak, high-ftretchtng hills, 
All white with fummer's fnows. They go beyond 
The trace of Englifh fteps, where fcarce the found . 
Of Henry's arms arriv'd j fuch ftrength of heart ^ 
Thy conduct and example gives ; nor fmall 
Encouragement : Godolphin, wife and juft* . 
Equal in merit, honour, and fuccefi, 
To Burleigh (fortunate alike to ferve 
The beft of Queens) N . he, of the royal ftore 
Splendidly frugal, fits whole nights devoid 
Of fweet repofe, induftrious to procure 
The foldier> eafe j to regions faj remote 
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His care extend* S and to the Britiih hoft 
Makes raviuVd countries plenteous as their $wn« 
And now, O Churchill I at thy wiiht approach 
The Germans, hopclefs of fuccefs, forlorn, 
With many an inroad gor'd* their drooping cheer 
New-Animated rouze $ not more rejoice 
The miferabie race of men, that live 
Benighted half the year, benumm'd with, froih 
Perpetual, and rough Boreas* keeneit breath, 
Under the polar Bear, inclement iky ! 
When firft the fun with new-born light removes , 
The long-incumbent gloom j gladly to thee 
Heroic laurel'd Eugene yields the prime. 
Nor thinks it diminution, to.be rankt 
In military honour next, although 
His deadly hand (hook the Turcheftan throne - 
Accurs'd, and prov'd in far-divided lands 
Victorious j jon thy powerful fword alone 
Germania and the Belgic coaft. relies, 
Won from th' encroaching fea ; that fword great Anne} 
Fix'd not in vain on thy puiflant fide, 
When thee fh*, enrolled her garter'd knights among, 
Illuftrating the noble lift; her hand 
Allures good omens, and Saint George's worth 
Enkindles like defire of high exploits. 
Immediate lieges, and the tire of war, 
Roll in thy eager mind $ thy plumy creft 
Nods horrible j with more terrific port 
Thou walk'ft, and feem'ft already in the fight. 
What fpoils, what con^uefts, then, did Albion hop* 

Fron% 
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From thy achievements ! yet thou haft furpaft 

Her boldeft vows, exceeded what thy foes 

Could fear or fancy ; they, in multitude 

Superior, fed their thoughts with pro(pe& vain 

Of victory and rapine, reckoning what 

From ranfom'd captives would accrue. Thus one 

Jovial his mate befpoke : O friend, obferve 

How gay with all th* accoutrements of war 

The Britons come, with gold well fraught, they come 

Thus far our prey, and tempt us to fubdue 

Their recreant force ; how will their bodies ftript 

Xnrich the viclors, while the vultures fate 

Their maws with full repaftl — Another, warm'd 

With high ambition, and conceit of prowefs 

Inherent, arrogantly thus prefum'd : 

What if this fword, full often drench'd in blood 

Of bafe antagonifts, with griding edge 

Should now cleave fheer the execrable head 

Of Churchill, met in arms ! or if this hand, 

Soon as his army difarray'd 'gins fwerve, 

Should ftay him flying, with retentive gripe, 

Confounded and appal'd ! no trivial price 

Should fet him free, nor fmall mould be my praifc 

To lead "him (hackled, and exposed to fcorn 

Of gathering crowds, the Britons' boafted chief. 

Thus they, in fportive mood, their empty taunts 
And menaces expreft 5 nor could their prince 
In arms, vain Tallard, from opprobrious fpeech 
Refrain : Why halt ye thus, ye Britons ? Why 
Decline the war ? Shall a raorafs forbid 
* "Vsur 
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Your eary march ? Advance $ we *H bridge a way 
Safe of accefs. Imprudent, thus t* invite 
A furious lion to his folds ! That boaft. 
He ill abides r captiv'd* in other. plight . m 
He foon revifits Botany, that once 
RcfpJendent came, with ftretcht retinue girt*. 
And pompous pageantry ; O haplefs fate, 
If any arm, but Churchill's, had prevailed ! 

No need fuch boafte, or exprobrations- falfe 
Of cowardice ; the military mound 
The Britifh files tranfeend, in evil hour 
For their proud foes, that fondly brav'd their fate» 
And now on either- fide the trumpets blew, 
Signal of onfet, refolution firm 
Infpiring, and pernicious love of war. 
The adverfe fronts in rueful conflict meet, 
Collecting all their might $ for on th* event 
Decifive of this bloody day depends 
The fate of kingdoms :.. with lefs vehemence - 
The great competitors 'for Rome engag'd, 
Caefar, and Pompey, on Pharfalian plains, . 
Where ftern Bellona, with one final ftroke, . 
Adjudg'd the empire of this globe to one. . 
Here the Bavarian duke his brigades leads, - 
Gallant in arms, and gaudy to. behold, 
Bold champion ! brandifhing his None blade, 
Beft-temper'd fteel, fuccefslefs prov'd in field I 
Next Tallard, with his Celtic infantry 
Prefumptuous comes $ here Churchill, not fo prompt 
To vaunt as fight, hit hardy cohorts joins 
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With Eugene's- Gdrtota force. Now from eacar 
The brazen inntaaaieivta of death mfcaarge 
Horrific flames, and' tttjrftld dreaming clotoda 
Of fmoke fulphureous j isftermixt with thefe 
Large globous irons fly, of dreadful hifs, 
Singeing the air,, and from long diftance bring 
Surprizing (laughter; on each fide they fly 
By chains connext, and with deftru&ive fweep 
Behead whole troops at once j the hairy fcalps 
Are whirl' d aloof, while numerous trunks beftrew 
Th' enfanguin'd field : with latent mifchief ftor'd 
Showers of granadoeS rain, by fudden burft 
Difploding murderous bowels, fragments of (reel, 
And (tones, and glafs, and nitrous grain adult ; 
A thoufand ways at ohoe the ihiver'd orbs 
Fly diverfe, working torment, and foul rout 
With deadly bruif*,. and gafhes furrow'd deep. 
Of pain impatient, the high-prancing fteeds 
Difdain the curb, and, flinging to and fro, 
Spurn their difeuwmted riders ; they expire 
Indignant, by unhofftfl* wounds deftroyM. 

Thus through each arnrjr death in various fhapes 
Prevailed 5 here mangled limbs 1 , here brains and gore 
Lie clotted 5 lifelefs fome : with angtrifb thefe 
Gnafhing, and bud laments invoking aid, 
Unpity'd,and unheard; the louder dirt 
Of guns, and trumpet** clang, andtibtaan found 
Of drums, o'ercame their groans. J» equa* fcale 
LoftgifeoHg the &ght ? lew marks of ftia* were ieen, 
None of retreat. At when two advesf* winds, 

j Sublinfd 
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^Sublim'H from dewy vapours, in mid-lky 
Engage with horrid (hock, the ruffled brine 
Roars ftormy, they together daih the clouds, 
Levying their equal force with utmoft rage \ 
Long undecided lafts the airy ftrife : 
So they incens'd; till Churchill, viewing where 
The violence of Tallard moft prevail'd, 
Came to oppofe his Slaughtering arm ; with fpeed 
Precipitant he rode, urging his way 
O'er hills of gafping heroes, and fall'n ftecds 
Rolling in death : deftru&ion, grim with blood, 
Attends his furious courte. Him thus enraged, 
Defcrying from afar, fome engineer, 
Dextrous to guide th* unerring charge, defign'd 
By one nice fhot to terminate the war. 
With aim direft the leyeTd bullet flew, 
But mifs'd her fcope (for Deftiny withilood 
Th* approaching wound) and guiltlefs plough' d her way 
Beneath his courier 5 round his facred head 
The glowing balls play innocent, while he 
With dire impetuous fway deals fatal blows 
Amongft the fcatter'd Gauls. But O ! beware* 
Great warrior ! nor, too prodigal of life, 
Expofe the Britifh (afety s hath not Jove 
Already warned thee to withdraw ? Re&rve 
Thyfelf for othet palms. Ev'n now thy aid 
Eugene, with regiments unequal preft, 
Awaits ; this day of all bis honours gain-'d 
Defpoils him, if thy fueeeur opportune. 
Defends not tte fed how 5 permit not thou 

Se 
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So brave a leader with the vulgar herd 
To bite the ground unnoted.— Swift, and fierce 
As wintery ft&rm, he flies, to reinforce 
The yielding wing j in Gallic blood again 
He dews his reeking fword, and ftrews the ground * 
Withheadlefs ranks (fo Ajax interposed 
His fevenfold ihield, and fcrcen'd Laertes* fon, 
For valour much, and warlike wile's, renown'd, 
When the infulting Trojans urg'dliim fore 
With tilted fpcars) : unmanly dread invades 
The French aftony'd 5 ftrait their ufelefs arms 
They quit, and in ignoble flight confide, 
Unfeemly yelling 3 diftant hills return 
The hideous noife. What can they do ? or how 
Withftand his wide-deftroying fword ? or where 
Find fhelter, thus repulsM ? Behind; with wrath 
Refiftlefs, th' eager Engliftv champions prefs, 
*X?haftifing tardy flight ; before them rolls 
His current fwift, the Danube vaft and deep, 
Supreme of rivers ! to the frightful brink, 
Urg*d by compulfive arm*, foon as they reacht,- 
New hoiTor chillM their veins : devote they faw 
Themfelves to wretched doom $ with efforts vain* 
Encouraged by defpair, or obftinate 
To fall like men in arms, fome dare renew 
Feeble engagement, meeting glorious fate 
On the firm land $ the reft, difcomfited. 
And pufct by Marlborough's avengeful hand/ 
Leap plunging in the wide-extended flood. 
Bands numerous at the Memphian folditry 

Th 
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That fwell'd the Erythraean wave, when walled 
The unfroze waters marvel lou fly flood, 
Obfervant of the great command. Upborne 
By frothy billows thoufands float the ftream 
In cumbrous mail, with love of farther fljore | 
Confiding in their hancls, that fed'lous ftrive 
To cut th* outrageous fluent : in this diftrels* 
Ev*n in the fight of death, fome tokens (hew 
Of fearlefs friendlhip, and their finking mates 
Suftain : vain love, though laudable 1 abforb'd 
By a fierce eddy, they together found 
The vaft profundity j their horfes paw 
The fwelling furge with fruitlefs toil t furchargM, 
And in. his courfe obftru&ed by large fpoij, 
The river flows redundant, and attacks 
The lingering remnant with Unufual tide $ 
Then rolling back, in his capacious lap 
Ingulfs their whole militia, quick imniers'd. 
So when fome fweltering travellers retire 
To leafy (hades, near the cool funlefs verge 
Of Paraba, Brazilian ftream ; her tail 
Of vaft extension from her watery den, 
A grifly Hydra fuddenly moots forth, 
Infidious, and with curl'd envenom'd train 
Embracing horridly, a,t once the crew 
Into the river whirls } th* unweeting prey 
Entwifted roars, th* affrighted flood rebounds. 
Nor did the Britifb fquadrons now furceafe 
To gall their foes o'erwhelnfd j full many felt 
In the,moift element a fcorching death, 
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PiercM finking ; Jhrouded in a dufky cloud 
The current flows, with livid miflive flames 
Boiling, as once Pergamean Xanthus boil'd, 
InflamM by Yulcan, when the fwift-footed fon 
Of peleus to his baleful banks puriued 
The ftraggling Trojans : nor lefs eager drove 
Victorious Churchill his defponding foes 
Into the deep immenfe, that many a league 
Impurpled ran, with gufhing gore diftained. 
Thus the experiencM valour of one man, 
Mighty in conflict, refcued harrafs'd powers 
From ruin impendent, and th' afflicted throne 
Imperial, that once lorded o'er the world, 
Suftain'd. With prudent flay, he long defer'd 
The rough contention, nor would deign to rout 
An hoft difparted 5 when in union firm 
Embody'd they advanced,, collecting all 
Their ftrength, and worthy feemed to be fubdued : 
: He the proud, boafters fent, with ftern affault, 
Down to the realms of Night. The BrJtim fouls,. 
(A lamentable race !) that ceas'd to breathe, 
On Landen-pJains, this heavenly gladfome air, 
Exult to fee the crowding ghofts defcend 
Unnumber'd^ well aveng'd, they quit the care* 
Of mortal life, and drink th* oblivious lake. 
Not fo the new inhabitants : they roam 
Erroneous, and difconfolate 5 themfelves 
Accufing, and their, chiefs, improvident 
Of military chance ; when lo ! they fee, 
Through the dun mift, in blooming beauty frefli, 

Tw* 
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Two lovely youths, that amicably walked 

O'er verdant meads, and pleas'd, perhaps, revolv'd 

Anna's late conqueih j * one, to empire born, 

Egregious Prince, whofe manly childhood ihew'd - 

His mingled parents, and portended joy 

Unfpeakable ; f thou, his aflbciate dear 

Once in this world, nor now by fate disjoined, 

Had thy presiding ftar propitious mone, 

Should'il Churchill be ! but Heaven fevere cut fhort 

Their fpringing years, nor would this ifle ihould boaft ' 

Gifts fo important 1 them the Gallic (hades 

Surveying, read in either radiant look 

Marks of exceflivc dignity and grace, 

Delighted $ till, in one, their curious eye 

Difcerns their great fubduer's awful mien, 

And correfponding features fair 5 to them 

ConfuGon ! ftrait the airy phantoms fleet, 

With headlong hafte, and dread a new purfuit. . 

The image pleased with joy paternal fmiles. 

Enough, O Mufe : the fadly-pleafing theme ■ 
Leave, with thefe dark abodes, and re-afcend 
To breathe the upper air, where triumphs wait 
The conqueror, and fav'd nations' joint acclaim. • 
Hark ! how the cannon, inoffenfive now, 
Gives figns of gratulation j ftruggling crouds 
From every city flow ; with ardent gaze 
Fixt, they behold th&Britifh Guide, of fight * 
Iafatiate 5 whilft his great redeeming hand 

# «pjikc of Gloucefttr. f MarquU of Blandford . 
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Each prince affects to touch refpe&fu). See 

How Pruilia's King tranfported entertains 

His mighty gueft ! to him the royal pledge, 

Hope of his realm, commits (with better fate, 

Than to the Trojan Chief Evander gave 

Unhappy Pallas) and intreats to mew 

The fkill and rudiments auftere of waj;. 

See, with what joy, him Leopold declares 

His great Deliverer 5 and courts t* accept 

Of titles, with fuperior modefty 

Better refused ! Meanwhile the haughty* King 

Far humbler thoughts now learns : defpair, and fear. 

Now firft he feels ; his laurels all at once 

Torn from his aged head, in life's extreme, 

Diftraft his foul j nor can great BoileaiTs harp 

Of various-founding wire, beft taught to calm 

Whatever paftion, and exalt the foul 

With higheft drains, his languid, fpirits cheer s 

Rage, fhame, and grief, alternate in his bread. 

But who can itll what pangs, what' (harp renaorfe, 
Torment the Boian prince ? from native foil 
Exil'd by fate, torn from the dear embrace . 
Of weeping confort, and depriv'd the fight 
Of his young guiltlefs progeny, he feeks 
Inglorious flicker, in an alien land $ 
Deplorable ! but that his mind averfe 
To right, and infincere, would violate 
His plighted faith : why did he not accept 
Friendly compofure pfFer'd ? or well weigh 
With whom he muft contend ? encountering fierce 

The 
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The Solymean Sultan, he overthrew 
His moony troops, returning bravely fmear'd 
With Painim blood effus'd ; nor did the Gaul 
Not find him once a baleful foes but when, , 
Of counfel raih, new meafures he purfues, 
Unhappy Prince I (no more a Prince) he fees 
Too late his error, forc'd V implore relief 
Of him, he once defy'd. O deftitute 
Of hope, unpity'd ! thou fhould'ft fir ft have thought 
Of perfevering ftedfaft ; now upbraid 
Thy own inconftant ill-afpiring heart. 
Lo ! how the Noric plains, through thy default c 
Rife hilly, with large piles of (laugh terM knights, , 
Beft men, that warr'd ilill firmly for their prince 
Though faithlefs, and unfhaken duty fhew'd j 
Worthy of better end. Where cities flood, 
Well fenc'd, and numerous defoiation reigns, ., 
And emptinefs, difmay'd, unfed, unhousM $ 
The widow and the orphan ftrole around 
The defert wide $ with oft-retorted eye 
They view the gaping walla, and poor. remains .. 
Of manfions, once their own (now loathfbme hauata • 
Of birds obfeene), bewailing loud the iofs •. 
Of fpoufe, or fire, or fon, ere manly prime . 
Slain in fad conflict, and complain of fate - 
As partial, and. too rigorous 4 nor find . 
l/Vhere to retire them felves,. or. where appeafe 
Th* afflictive keen defire of food, ejcposM ' 
To winds, and ftorms, and jaws of favage beafts. * 
Thrice happy Albion ! from the world disjoined . 
Cj By 
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By Heaven propitious, blifsful feat of peace 1 
Learn from thy neighbours miieries to prize 
Thy welfare ; crown'd with Nature's choiceft gii 
Remote thou hear'ft the dire effeft of war, 
Depopulation, void alone of fear 
And peril, whilft the difmal fymphony 
Of drums and clarions, other realms annoys. 
Th* Iberian fceptre undecided, here 
Engages mighty hoils in wafteful flxife : 
From different climes the flower of youth defcends, 
Down to the Lufitanian vales, refolv'd 
' With utmoft hazard to enthrone their prince, 
Gallic, or Auftrian j havoc dire enfues, 
And wild uproar: the natives dubious whom 
They muft obey, in confternation wait, 
Till rigid conqueft will pronounce their liege. 
Nor is the brazen voice of War unheard 
On the mild Latian more : what fighs and tear* 
Hath Eugene caus'd ! how many widows curfe 
f-i His cleaving faulcheon ! fertile foil in vain ! 

ju What do thy paftures, or thy vines avail, 

■£ Beft boon of Heaven ! or huge Tab urn us, cloath'd 

•*1 With olives, when the cruel battle mows 

* The planters, with their harveft immature ? 

See, with what outrage from the frofty north, 
The early-valiant Swede draws forth his wings 
Jn battailous array, while Volga's ftream 
Sends oppofite, in fhaggy armour clad, 
Her borderers ; on mutual (laughter bent, 
Tkey rend their countries. How U Poland vext 

Wi 
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With civil broils, while two ele&ed kings 

Contend for fway ? unhappy nation, left 

Thus free of choice ! The Engliih, undifturb'd 

With fuch fad privilege, fubraifs obey 

Whom Heaven ordains fupreme, with reverence due* 

Not thraldom, in fit liberty fecuret 

From fcepter'd kings, in long defcent deriv'd? 

Thou, Anna, ruleft ; prudent to promote 

Thy people's eafe at home, nor ftudious left 

Of Europe's good ; to thee, of kingly right, 

Sole arbitrefs, declining thrones, and powers 

Sue for relief; thou bid" ft thy Churchill go. 

Succour the injured realms, defeat the hopes 

Of haughty Louis, unconfin'd 5 he goes 

Obfequious, and the dread command fulfils, 

In one great day. Again thou giv'ft in charge 

To Rooke, that he mould let that monarch know* 

The empire of the ocean wide difFus'd 

Is thine } behold ! with winged fpeed he rides 

Undaunted o'er the labouring main V affert 

Thy liquid kingdoms j at his near approach 

The Gallic navies impotent to bear 

His volly'd thunder, torn,, duTever'd, feud, 

And blefs the friendly iaterpofing nigh*. 

Hail, mighty Qjieen ! referv'd by Fate to grace 
The new-born age ; what hopes may we conceive 
Of future years, when to thy early reign 
Neptune fubmits bis trident, and thy arms 
Already have prevail'd to th* utmoft bound 
Hefperian, Calpe, by Alcides fix*, 

C 4. l&rcttxttt 
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Mountain fublime, that cafts a fhade of length 
Jmmeafurable, and rules the inland waves ^ 
Let others, with infatiate third of rule, 
Invade their neighbours lands, negleft the ties 
Of leagues and oaths ; this thy peculiar praife 
Be ftill, to ftudy right, and quell the force 
Of kings perfidious ; let them learn from thee 
That neither ftrength, nor policy renVd, 
Shall with fuccefs be crown'd, where juftice fails. 
Thou, with thy own content, not for thyfelf, 
Subdue ft regions, generous to raife 
The fuppHant knee, and curb the rebel neck. 
The German boafts thy conquefts, and enjoys 
The great advantage ; nought to thee redounds 
But fatisfa&ion from thy confeious mind. 

Aufpicious Queen ! fince in thy realms, fecure 
Of "peace thou reign'ft, and victory attends., 
Thy diftant enfigns, with companion view 
Europe embroil'd ; ftill thou (for thou alone 
Sufficient art) the jarring kingdoms ire, 
Reciprocally ruinous 5 fay who 
Shall wield th' Helperian, who the Polifh fword, 
By thy decree ? the trembling lands (hall hear 
Thy voice, obedient, left thy fcourge ftiould bruiie 
Their ftubborn necks, and Churchill, in his wrath, 
Make them remember Blenheim with regret. 

Thus (hall the nations, aw'd to peace, extol 
Thy power, and juftice : Jealoufies and Fears, 
And Hate infernal baniuYd, (hall retire 
To Mauritania, or the Ba&rian coafts, 

Or 
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Or Tartary, engendering difcordt fell 
Amongft the enemies of truth } while arts ' 
Pacific, and inviolable love, 
Flourilh in Europe. Hail, Satumian days 
Returning ! in perpetual tenor run 
Delegable, and died your influence fweet - 
On virtuous Anna's head : ye happy days, . 
By her reftor'd, her juft defigns complete, . 
And, mildly on her (hining 9 blefs the world! 

Thus, from the noify crowd exempt, with eaft 
And plenty bleft, amid the mazy groves, 
(Sweet folitude !) where warbling birds provoke 
The filent Mule, delicious rural feat 
Of St. John, Englifh-Memroiu*, I prcfunf d 
To fmg Britannic trophies,- Inexpert 
Of war, with mean attempt j while he intent 
(So Anna's will .ordains) to expedite 
His military charge *, no leifure finds 
To firing his charming fliell : but when returned ' 
Confummate Peace fhall rear her chearful head; 
Then (hall his Churchill, in fubliroer verfc, 
For ever triumph ; lateft times mall learn 
From fuch a Chief to fight, and Bard to fing. 

* He was then Secretary of War* 
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ODE 

AD ITENRICUM ST. JOHN, Armig* x 7 o$, 

OQui recifae finibus Indicis 
Benignus herbae, das mihi divitem 
Haurire fuccura, -et fauveolentes 
Saepe tubis iterare fumos ; 

Qui folus acri refpicis afperum 
Siti palatum, proluis et raero, 

Dulcem elaborant cui faporem 

Hefperii pretiumque, foles : 

Ecquid reponam muneris omnium 
Exors bonorum ? prome reconditum, 

Pimplaea, carmen, defidefque 

Ad numeros, age, tende chordas. 

Ferri fecundo mens avet impetu, 
-Qua cygniformes per liquidum aethera, 

Te, diva, vim praebente, vates 

Explicuit venufinus alas : 

Solers modorum, feu puerum trucem, 
Cum matre flava, feu caneret rofas 

Et vina, cyrrhseis Hetrufcum 

Rite beans equitem Tub antris. 

At non Lyaei vis generofior 
Affluxit illi ; faepe licet cadum 

Jaclet Falernum, faepe Chi* 

Monera, laetitiamque teft». 

Patronut 
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Patronus illi non fuit artium 
Celebriorum ; fed nee amantior 

Nee -charus aeque. O ! quae medullas 

Flamma fubit, tacitofque fenfus ! 

Pertentat, ut teque et tua munera 
jGratus recordor, mercurialium 

Princeps viroruiw ! et ipfe Mufae 

Cultor, et ufque colende Mufis ! 

Scd me rainantem grand i a deficit 
Receptus aegre fpiritns, ilia 

Dum pulfat ima, ac inquietum 

Tuffis agens fine more pectus. 

Alee petito quaflat anhelitu j 
Funefta plane, ni mihi balfamum 

Diftillet in venaa, tuaeque 

Lenis opem ferat hauftus uvac. 

Hanc fumo, parcis et tibi poculis 
Xibo falutem j quin precor, optima 
Ut ufque conjux fofpitetur, 
-Perpetuo recpeans amore. 

Te confulentem militiae fuper 
.Rebus togatum. Made ! tori decus, 

Formofa cui Francifca ceflit, 

Crine placens, niveoque collo ! 

jQuam Gratiarura cura decentium 
O ! O ! labellit cui Venus infidet ! 

Tu forte felix ; me Maria 

Jdaccrat (ah mifrrunv!) ridendo : 

Mara 
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Maria, quae me fidereo tuens 
Obliqua viiltu per medium jecur 

Trajecit, atque excuflit omnes 

Protinus ex ammo puellas. 

Hanc ulla mentis fpe mini mutuae 
IXtcunque defit, no&e, die vigil 

Sufpiro i nee jam vina fomnos 

Nee revQcant, tua dona, fumi. 
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O D E 

TO HENRY ST. JOHN, Esc^uiiib, 170* f. 

OThou, from India's fruitful foil, 
That doft that Sovereign herb f prepare, 
>" In whofe rich fumes I lofe the toil 
Of life, and every anxious cart 1 
While from the fragrant lighted bowl 
I fuck new life into my foul. 

-Thou, only thou ! art kind to view 

The parching flames that I fuftam 5 
Which with' cool draughts thy calks fubdue, 

And warn away the thirfty pain 
With wines, whofe ftrength and tafte we prize, 

From Latian funs and nearer ikies, 

'O ! fay, to blefs thy pious* love, 

What vows, what offerings, wall I brings? 
Since I can fpare, and thou approve, 
No other gift, O hear me fing i 

. In numbers Phoebus does infpire, 

Who ftrings for thee the charming lyre. 

* This piece was tranflated by the Reverend Thomas 
•' sNewcome, M. A. v of Corpus Chrifti College Oxon. 

t Tobacco. 
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Aloft, above the liquid fky, 

I ftretch my wing, and fain would go 
Where Rome's fweet fwain did whilom fly j 

And falsing, left the clouds below j 
The Mufe invoking to endue 
With ftrength his pinions, as he flew. 

Whether he fings great Beauty's praife, 
Love's gentle pain, or tender woes $ 

Or choofe, the fubjecl: of his lays, 

The bluihing grape, or blooming rofe : . 

Or near cool Cyrrha's rocky fprings 

Maecenas liitens wbilc he fing6. 

Yet he no nobler draught could boafl, 

His Mufe or muiic to infpire, 
Though all Falernunf s purple coaft 

FlowM in each glafs, to lend him fire j 
And on his tables uVd to fmile 
The vintage of rich Chio's ifie. 

Maecenas deigri'dta hear his fongs, 

His Mufe extoll'd, his voice approved : . 

To thee a fairer ratne belongs, 

At onpe more pleafing r more belov'd. 

Oh ! teach my heart to bound its flame, 

As I record thy love and fame* 

Teach me the paflion to reftrain, 
As I my grateful homage bring ; 

And lait in Phoebus'* bumble train, 
The firft and brighteft genius fing. . 
3 
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The Mufes favourite pleas' d to live. 
Paying them back the fame they giv e„ 

But oh ! as greatly I afpire 

To tell my love, to fpeak thy praife,,' 
Boafting no more its fprightly fire, 

My bofom heaves, my voice decays ; 
With pain I touch the mournful firing,. 
And pant and languish as I dug. 

Faint Nature now demands that breath,. 

That feebly drives thy worth to fing I 
And would be huuVd, and loft Lb death, 

Did not thy care kind fuccours bring ! 
Thy pitying cafks my foul fuftain, 
And call new life in every vein. 

The fober glafs t now behold, 
Thy health, with- fair Francifca's join,. 

Wifhing her cheeks may long unfold 
Such beauties, and be ever thine; 

No chance the tender joy remove, 

While fhe -can pleafe, and thou canft love* 

Thus while by you the Britiih arms . 

Triumphs and diftant fame purfue ; 
The yielding Fair refigns her charms, 

And gives you leave to conquer too ; . 
IJer fnowy neck, her bxeaft, her eyes, 
And. all the nymph become* your prise* 
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What comely grace, what beauty (miles 1 

Upon her lips what fweetnefs dwells 1 
Not Love himfelf fo oft beguiles. 

Nor Venus felf fo much excels. 
What different fates our paflions mare, 
While you enjoy, and I defpair ! 

* Maria's form as I furvey, 
Her fmiles a thoufand wounds impart ; 

Each feature fteals my foul away, 
Each glance deprives me of my heart ( 

And chafing thence each other Fair, 

Leaves her own image only there. 

Although my anxious bread defpair, 

And fighing, hopes no kind return j 
Yet, for the lovM relentlefs Fair, 

By night I wake, by day I burn ! 
Nor can thy gifts, foft Sleep, fupply. 
Or footh my pains, or clofe my eye. 

* Mifs Mary Meers, daughter of the late Principal 
ef Brazen-Now College, Oxon. 
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BOOK I* 



WHAT foil the apple loves, what care it d*« 
To orchats, tinielieft when to prefs the fruits, 
Thy gift, Pomona, in Miltonian verfe 
Adventurous 1 prefume to ling ; of verfe 
Nor fkiird, nor ftudious : but my native (oil 
Invites me, and the theme as yet unfung. 

Ye Ariconian knights, and faireft dames, 
To whom propitious Heaven thefe bleflings grants, 
Attend my lajfs, nor hence difdain to learn, 
How Natures gifts may be improv'd by art. 
And thou; O Moftyn, whole benevolence, 
And candor, oft experienc'd., me vouchfafd 
To knit in friendship, growing ftill with years, 
Accept this pledge of gratitude and love. 
May it a lafting monument remain 
Of dear refpecl ; that, when this hody frail 
Is molded d into duft, and 1 "become 
As I had never been, late times may know 
I once was blefsM in fuch a matchlefs friend i 
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Whoe'er expetts his labouring trees mould bend 
With fruitage, and a kindly harveft yield, 
Be this his firft concern, to rTrrd a tract 
Impervious to the winds, begirt with hills 
That intercept the Hyperborean blafts 
Tempeftuous, and cold Eurus* nipping force, 
Noxious to feeble bud* : but to the weft 
Let him free entrance grant, let Zephyrs bland 
Adminifter their tepid genial, aijr.s ; 
Nought fear he from the weft, whofe gentle warmth • 
Difclofes well the earth's all- teeming womb, 
Invigorating tender feeds ; whofe breath 
Nurtures the Orange, and the Citron groves, 
Hefperian fruits, and wafts their odors fweet 
Wide through the air, and diftant mores perfumes. 
Nor only do the hills exclude the winds : 
But when the blackening clouds in fprinkling mowers 
Diftil, from the high fummits down the rain 
Runs trickling j. with the fertile moifture cheered, 
The Orchats fmile j joyous the farmers fee 
Their thriving plants, and blefs the heavenly dew. 

Next let the planter,, with difcretion meet, 
The force and genius of each foil explore $ 
To what adapted, what it ftruns averfe : 
Without this necefTary care, in vain 
He hopes an. apple- vintage, and invokes 
Pomona's aid in vain. The miry fields, 
Rejoicing in rich mold, mo ft ample fruit 
Of beauteous form produce 5 pleafing to fight^ 
But to the tongue inelegant and flat.. 

So 
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So Nature has decreed : fo oft we fee 

Men patting fair, in outward lineaments 

Elaborate ; lefs, inwardly, exact. 

Nor from the* (able ground'expeft fiiccefs 

Nor from cretaceous, (tubborn and jejune ; 

The Muft, of pallid hue, declares the foil 

Devoid of fpirit ; wretched he, that auaffs 

Such wheyifli liquors $ oft with colic pangs, 

With pungent colic pangs diftrefs'd he'll roar, 

And tofs, and turn, and curfe th* unwholfom draught* 

But, farmer, look, where full-earM (heaves of rye 

Grow wavy on the tilth, that foil felect 

For apples ; thence thy induftry (hall gain 

Ten- fold reward j thy garners, thence with (tore 

Surcharg'd, (hall biirft : thy prefs with pureft juice 

Shall flow, which, in revolving years, may try 

Thy feeble feet, and bind thy faltering tongue. 

Such is the Kentchurch, fuch Dantzeyan ground,. 

Such thine, O learned Brome, and Capel fuch, 

Willifian Burlton, rauch-lov'd Geers his Mar(h, 

And Sutton-acres, drench'd with regal blood 

Of Ethelbert, when to th* unhallow'd feaft 

Of Mercian OfFa he invited came, 

To treat of fpoufals : long connubial joys 

He promised to himfelf, allur'd by fair 

Elfrida's beauty ; but deluded dy'd 

In height of hopes oh ! hardeft fate, to fall. 

By (hew of friendfhip, and pretended love ! . 

I nor advife, nor reprehend the choice 
Qf Marcley-hill } the apple no where finds* 

D %.. KYvuta-r* 
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A kinder mold t yet 'tis unfafe to truft 
Deceitful ground : who knows but tbat, once more* 
This mount may journey, and, his prefent fitc 
Forfaking, to thy neighbour's bounds transfer 
The goodly plants, affording matter ftrange 
For law-debates* ? if therefore thou incline 
To deck this rife with fruits of various taftes» 
Fail not by frequent vows t' implore fuccels j 
Thus piteous Heaven may fix the wandering glebe. 

Bui if (for Nature doth not (hare alike 
Her gifts) an happy foil mould be withheld j 
If a penurious clay mould be thy lot, 
Or rough unwieldy earth, nor to the plough, 
Nor to the cattle kind, with fandy ftones 
And gravel o'er-abounding, think it not 
Beneath thy toil j the fturdy pear-tree here 
Will rife luxuriant, and with toughed root 

* February the feventh, 1571, at fix o* clock in the 
evening, this hill roufed itfelf with a roaring noifc, 
and by feven the next morning had moved forty paces ; 
it kept moving for three days together, carrying with 
it fhecp in their cotes, hedge-rows apd trees, and in its 
palfage overthrew Kin nation Chapble, and turned two 
highways near an hundred yards from their former po- 
rtion. The ground thus moved was about twenty- 
fix-acres, which opened itfelf, and carried the earth be- 
fore it for four hundred yards fpace, leaving that which 
was pafture in the place of the tillage, and the tillage 
cveripread with pafture. See Speed's Account of 
Hcreford&ire, page 49, and Camden's Britannia. 

Pierce 
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Pierce the obftru&ing grit, and re ft ire marie. 
Thus nought is ufclefs made } nor is there land* 
But what, or of itfelf, or elfe compelled. 
Affords advantage. On the barren heath 
The fhepherd tends his flock, that daily crop* 
Their verdant dinner from the mofly turf, 
Sufficient} after them the cackling goofe, 
Clofe*graxer, finds wherewith to eafe her want. 
What mould I more ? Ev'n.on the cliffy height 
Of Penmenmaur, and that cloud -piercing hill, 
Plinlimmon, from afar the traveller kens 
AftoniuYd, how the goats their (hrubby browze 
Gnaw pendent; nor untrembling can ft thou fee,. 
How from a fcraggy rock, whoie prominence 
Half over/hades the ocean, hardy men, 
Fcarlefa>of rending winds, and dafhing waves,, 
Cut famphire, to excite the fqueamira guft 
Of pamper'd luxury. Then, let.thy ground 
Not lye unlabor'd; if the richeft ftcm 
Refufe to thrive, yet who would doubt to plan£ 
Somewhat, that may to human ufe redound,. 
And penury, the. worft of ills, remove ? 

There -are, who, fondly ftudious of increafe, . 
Rich foreign mold on their ill-natur'd land 
Induce laborious,, and with fattening muck . 
Befmear the roots % in vain ! th&nurfling grove 
Seems fair a while, cheriuVd with fofter earth s . 
But when the alien compoft is exhauft, 
Immature poverty again prevails. 

D ^ Though 
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Though this art fails, defpond not ; little pain s, 
In a dde hour employ'd, great profit yield. 
TV induftrious, when the Sun in Leo ride9, 
And darts his fultrieft beams, portending drought, 
Forgets not at the foot of every plant 
To fink a circling trench, and daily pour 
A juft fupply of aliroental ftreams, 
Exhaufted fap recruiting ; elfe falfe hopes 
He cherimes, nor will his fruit expeft 
Th* autumnal feafon, but, in fummer's pride, 
When other orchats fmile, abortive fail. 

Thus the great light of heaven, that in his courle 
•Surveys and quickens all things, often proves 
Noxious to planted fields, and often men 
Perceive his influence dire ; fweltering they run 
To grots, and caves, and the cool umbrage feek 
Of woven arborets, and oft the rills 
Still ftreaming fre/h revifit, to allay 
Thirft inextinguifliable : but if the fpring 
Preceding fhould be deftitute of rain, 
Or blaft feptentrional with brufhing wings 
Sweep up the fmoky mifts, and vapours damp, 
Then woe to mortals ! Titan then exerts 
His heat intenfe, and on our vitals preys 5 
Then maladies of various kinds, and names 
Unknown, malignant fevers, and that toe 
To blooming beauty, which imprints the face 
Of faireft nymph, and checks our growing love, 
Reign far and near; grim Death in different mapes 
Depopulates the nations j thoufands fall 

His 
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Hit vi&ims 5 youths, and virgins, in their flower, 
Relu&ant die, and fighing leave their loves 
UnfiniuYd, by infe&ious heaven deftroy'd. 

Such heats prevailed, when fair Eliza, laft 
Of WinchcomVs name (next thee in Mood and worth) 
O faireft St. John !) left this toilfome world 
In beauty's prime, and fadden'd all the year; 
Nor could her virtues, nor repeated vows 
Of thoufand lovers, the relentlefs hand 
Of Death arreft 5 me with the vulgar fell, 
Only diftinguiuVd by this humble verfe. 

But if it pleafe the fun's intemperate force 
To know, attend ; whilft I of ancient fame 
The annals trace, and image to thy mind, 
How our fore- fathers, (lucklefs men !) ingulft 
By the wide-yawning earth, to Stygian (hades 
Went quick, in one fad fepulchre inclosM. 

In elder days, ere yet the Roman bands 
Victorious, this our other world fubdued, 
A fpacious city flood, with firmed walls 
Sure mounded, and with numerous turrets crown'd, , 
Aerial fpires, and citadels, the feat 
Of Kings, and heroes refohite in war, 
Fam'd Ariconium : uncontrol'd and free, 
Till all-fubduing Latian arms prevailed. 
Then alfo, though to foreign yoke fubmifs, 
She undemoliftfd ftcod, and ev'n till now 
Perhaps had ftood, of ancient Britifh art 
A pleating monument, not lefs admir'd * 
Than what from Attic, or Etrufcan hands 

D* Ax<£*\ 
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Arofe j had not the heavenly Powers averfe 
Decreed her final doom t for now the fields 
Labour'd with thirft; Aquarius had not ftied 
His wonted fhowers, and Sirius parch' d with heat 
Solftitial the green herb t hence *gan relax 
The ground's contexture, hence Tartarian dregs, 
Sulphur, and nitrous fpume, enkindling fierce, 
Bellow'd within their darkfome caves, by far 
More difmal than the loud difploded roar 
Of brazen enginry, that ceafelefs (form 
The baftion of a well-built city, deem'd 
Impregnable : th' infernal winds, till now 
Clofely imprifon'd, by Titanian warmth 
Dilating, and with un&uous vapours fed, 
Difdain'd their narrow cells $ and, their full ftrength 
Collecting, from beneath the folid mafs 
Upheav'd^ and all her caftles rooted deep 
Shook from their loweft feat : old Vaga's ftream, 
Forc'd by the fudden ihock, her wonted track 
Forfook, and drew her humid train aflope, 
Crankling her banks : and now the lowering iky, 
And baleful lightning, and the thunder, voice 
Of angry Gods, that rattled folemn, difmaid 
The finking hearts of men. Where mould they rum 
Diftrefs'd ? whence feek for aid ? when from below 
Hell threatens, and ev'n Fate fupreme gives figna 
Of wrath and defolation? tain were vows, 
And plaints, and fuppliant hands to Heaven erec\l 
Yet fome tc*fanes repaired, and humble rites 
Performed to Thor, and Woden, fabled gods, 

Wh« 
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, Who with their votaries in one ruin (hai'd, 
CruflTd, and overwhelmed. Others in frantic mood 
Run howling through the ftreets, their hideous yells 
Rend the dark welkin ; Horror ftalks around,. 
Wild- (taring, and, his fad concomitant, 
Defpair, of abject look t at every gate 
The thronging populace with hafty ftrideS 
Prefs furiousj and, too eager of efcape,. 
ObftruS the eafy way ; the rocking town 
Supplants their footfteps; to, and fro, they reeF 
Aftonim-'d, as o'er-charg'd with wine 5 when lo ! 
The ground aduft her riven mouth difparts, 
Horrible chafm ; profound ! with fwift defcent 
Old Ariconium finks, and all her tribes, 
Heroes, and Senators, down to the realms 
Of endlefs night. Meanwhile, the loofen'd winds 
Infuriate, molten rocks and flaming globes 
Hurl'd high- above the clouds.; till all their force 
ConfunVd, her ravenous jaws th r earth fatiate clos'd* 
Thus this fair city fell, of which the name 
Survives alone j nor is there found a mark, 
Wherjeby the curious paflenger may learn 
Her ample fite, fave coins, and mouldering urns* 
And huge unwieldy bones, lafting remains 
Of that gigantic race ; which, as he breaks 
The clotted' glebe, the plowman haply finds, 
Appaird. Upon that treacherous traft of land*. 
She whilome flood; now. Ceres, in her. prime,. 
Smiles fertile, and with ruddied freight bedeck'd, 
The apple-tree, by our fore-fathers blood 

Improved, 
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ImprovM, tXat now recalls the devious Mwfe* 
Vrging her deftin'd labours to purftie. 
• The prudent will -obferve, what paJRons feign 
In various plants (for not to man alone, 
But all the wide creation, Nature gave 
Love, and aversion) s everlafting hate 
The Vine to Ivy bears, nor lefs abhors 
The Colewort's ranknefs ; but with amorous- twine 
Clafps the tall Elm : the Pseftan Rofc unfolds 
Her bud more lovely, near the fetid Leek, 
(Creft of (lout Britons), and inhances thence 
The price of her celeftial fcent : the Gourd, 
And thirfty Cucumber, when they perceive 
Th' approaching Olive, with refentment fly 
Her fatty fibres, and with tendrils creep 
Diverfe, detefting contact ; whilft the Fig 
Contemns not Rue, nor Sage's humble leafy 
Clofe-Bcighbouring : th" Uerefordian plant 
s^areues freely the contiguous Peach, 
Hazel, and weight-refifting Palm, and likes 
T' approach the Quince, and the Elder's pithy Hem % 
Uneafy, feated by funereal Yeugh, 
Or Walnut, (whofe malignant touch impairs 
All generous fruits), or near the bitter dews 
Of Cherries. Therefore weigh the habits well 
Of plants, how they aflbciate beft, nor lc( 
111 neighbourhood corrupt thy hopeful grafts. 
Would'ft thou thy vats with gen'xeus juice fhould 
froth ? g 

Refpeft thy what* 5 think not, that the trees 

Spontaneous 
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Spontaneous will produce an wholfome tiraught* 
Let art correal thy breed : from parent bough 
A Cyon meetly fever : after, force 
A way into the crabftock's clofe-wrought grain 
By wedges, and within the living wound 
Enclofe the fofter twig ; nor over-nice 
Refufe with thy own hands around to fpread 
The binding clay : ere-long their differing veins 
Unite, and kindly nourishment convey 
To the new pupil ; now he moots his arms 
With qukkeft growth j now (hake the teeming trunk, 
Down rain th* impurpled balls, ambrofial fruit. 
Whether the Wilding's fibres are contrived 
To draw th* earth*s pureft fpirit, and refift 
It's feculence, which in more porous (locks 
Of Cyder-plants finds paffage free, or elfe 
The native verjuice of the Crab, derived 
Through tV infixM graff, a grateful mixture forms 
Of tart and fweet 5 whatever be the caufe, 
This doubtful progeny by niceft taftes 
Expe&ed beft acceptance finds, and pays 
Largeft revenues to the orchat-lonL 

Some think the Quince and Apple would combine 
In happy union ; others fitter deem 
The Sloe-ftem bearing Sylvan Plumbs auftcre. 
Who knows but both may thrive ? howe'er, what lqff 
To try the powers of both, and fearch how far 
Two different natures may concur to mix 
In clofe embraces, and ftrange offspring bear? 
' Thou 'It find that plants will frequent changes try, 

Undamag'd, 
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Undamag'd, and their marriageable arms - 
Conjoin with others. So Silurian plants 
Admit the Peach's odoriferous globe, 
And Pears of fundry forms 5 at different times 
Adopted Plumbs will alien branches grace $ 
And men hare gathered from the Hawthorn's branc 
Large Medlars, imitating regal crowns- 

Nor is it hard to beautify each month 
With files of particolored fruits, that pleafe 
The tongue, and view, at once. So Marc's Mu£ 9 . 
Thrice facred Mufe L commodious precepts gives. 
Inftru&ve to the fwains, not wholly bent 
On what is gainful t fometimes (he diverts 
From folid counfels, (hews the force of love 
In favage beafts } how virgin. face divine 
Attracts the haple/s youth through. forms and waves, 
Alone, in deep of night:. Then fhe defcribes 
The Scythian winter, nor difilains to fing- 
How under ground the rude Riphaean race 
Mimick briflc Cyder with, the brakes product wild j, 
Sloes pounded, Hips, and Senris" harfheit juice. 

Let fage experience teach thee all the arts. 
Of grafting and in -eyeing $ when to lop 
The flowing branches } what trees, anfwer bed. 
From root, or kernel : (he will beft the hours 
Of harveft, and feed-time declare $ by. her 
The different qualities of things were found,. 
And fecret motions; how with heavy bulk 
Volatile Hermes, fluid and unmoift, 
Mounts on the wings of air j to her. we owe 

Tla 
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The Indian weed *, unknown to ancient timet, 
Nature's choice gift, whofe acrimonious fume 
Extracts fuperfluous juices, and refines 
The blood diftemper'd from its noxious falts ; 
Friend to the fpirits, which with vapors bland 
It gently mitigates, companion fit 
Of pleafantry, and wine j nor to the bards 
Unfriendly, when they to the vocal (hell 
Warble melodious their well-labor'd fongs. 
She found the noliuVd glafs, whofe fmall convex 
Enlarges to ten millions of degrees 
The mite, invifible elfe, of Nature's hand 
Lead animal j and (hews, what laws of life 
The cheefe-inhabitants obferve, and how 
Fabrick their manfions in the hardened milk, 
Wonderful artifts ! but the hidden ways 
Of Nature would'ft thou know ? how fii ft /he frames 
AH things in miniature ? thy fpecular orb 
Apply to weU-difle&ed kernels } Jo 1 
Strange forms arift, in each a little plant 
Unfolds its boughs : obferve the (lender threads 
Of firft "beginning trees, their roots, their leaves, 
In narrow feeds defcrib'd $ thou'lt wondering (ay, 
An inmate orchat every apple boafts. 
Thus all things by experience are diiplay'd, 
And moft improv'd. Then JeduJoufly think 
To meliorate thy dock; no way, or rule, 
Be «naffay*d 3 prevent the morning ftar 

* Tobacco, 
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Afliduous, nor with the weftern fun* 
Surceafe to work 5 \o ! thoughtful of thy gafn t 
Not of my own, I all the live -long day 
Confume in meditation deep, reelufe 
From human conteHe, nor, at (hut of eve^ 
Enjoy repofe ; but oft at midnight lamp 
Ply my brain-racking ftudies, if by chance 
Thee I may counffel right j and oft this care 
Difturbs me flumbering. Wilt thou then repine- 
To labour for thyfelf ? and rather choofe 
To lie fupinely, hoping Heaven will blefs 
Thy flighted fruits, and give thee bread unearnNf r 

'Twill profit, when the (fork, (worn foe of fnakes* 
Returns, to (hew companion to thy plants, 
Fatigued with breeding. Let the arched knife 
Well (harpen'd now aflfatt the fpreading (hades 
Of vegetables^ and their thirfty limbs 
Diflever t for the genial moifturc, due 
To apples, otherwise mifpends itfelf 
In barren twigs, and for th* expected crop> 
Nought but vain (hoots, and empty leaves abound* 

When fwelling buds their odorous foliage fhed^ 
And gently harden into fruit, the wife 
Spare not the little offsprings, if they grow 
Redundant $ but the thronging clutters thin 
By kind avulnon : el fe the (hoveling brood, 
Void of fufficient fu&enance, will yield 
A (lender autumn 5 which the niggard foul 
Too late (hall weep, and curfe his thrifty hand, 
That would not timely cafe the ponderous boughs. 

S I 
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It much conduces, all the cares to know • 
Of gardening, bow to fcare noduraal thieves, 
And how Ac little race of birds that hop 
From fpray to (pray, (cooping the coftlieft fruit 
Infatiate, undifturb'd. Priapus* form 
Avails but little j rather guard each row 
"With the falfe terrors of a breathless kite. 
This done, the timorous flock with fwifteft wing 
Scud through the air 5 their fancy reprefents 
His mortal talons, and his ravenous beak 
Deftructive ; glad to fhun his hoftile gripe, 
They quit their thefts, and unfrequent the fields. 

Befides, the filthy fwine will oft invade 
Thy firm inclofure, and with delving fnout 
The rooted foreft undermine : forthwith 
Halloo thy furious maftiff, bid him vex 
The noxious herd, and print upon their ears, 
A fad memorial of their paft offence. ' 

The flagrant Procyon will not fail to bring 
Large fhoals of flow houfe-bearing fnails that creep 
O'er the ripe fruitage, paring flimy tracls 
In the fleek rinds, and unpreft Cyder drink. 
No art averts this peft ; on thee it lies, 
With morning and with evening hand to rid' 
The preying reptiles ; nor, if wife, wilt thou 
Decline this labour, which itfelf r e w a rds 
With pleating gain, wkilft the warm limbec draws 
Salubrious waters from the nocent brood* 

Myriads of wafps now alio cluftering hang, 
And drain a fpurious honey from thy groves, 
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Their winter food; though oft repols'd, again 
They rally, undifmay'd : but fraud with ease 
Enfhares die uoUbme fwarmt ; let every bough 
Bear frequent rait, pregnant with the dregs 
Of Moyle, or Mum, or Treacle's vifcous juice; 
They, by th' alluring odor drawn, in hafte 
Fly to the dulcet cates* and crouding fip 
Their palatable bane 5 joyful thou 'It fee 
The clammy furface all o'er-ftrown with tribes 
Of greedy infects, that with fruitless toil 
Flap filmy pennons oft, to extricate 
Their feet, in liquid (hackles bound, till death 
Bereave them of their worthlefs fouls : fuch doom 
Waits luxury, and lawlefs love of gain ! 

Howe'er thou may'ft forbid external force, 
Inteftine evils will prevail ; damp airs, 
And rainy winters, to the centre pierce 
Of firmeft fruits, and by unfeen decay 
The proper relilh vitiate s then the grub 
Oft unobierv'd invades the vital core, 
Pernicious tenant, and her fecret cave 
Enlarges hourly, preying on the pulp 
Ceafelefs 5 meanwhile the apple's outward form 
Delectable the witlefs fwain beguiles, 
Till, with a writhen mouth, and fpatteriog noife, 
He taftes the bitter model, and rejects 
Difreb'fht $ not with lefs furpriae, than when 
Embattled troops with flowing banners pa fs 
Through flowery meads deUtfed, nor diftruft 
The Smiling furface t J*^^^^pni\l ground, 

With 
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With grain incentive ftor'd, by fudden blase 
Burfts fatal, and involves the hopes of war, 
In fiery whirls s full of victorious thoughts, 
Torn and difmembred, they aloft expire. 

Now turn thine eye to view Akinou*' groves, 
The pride of the Phseacian ifle, from whence*. 
Sailing the fpaces of the boundlefs deep, 
To Ariconium precious fruits arriv'oS • 
The Pippin bumifln o'er with gold, the Moyle 
Of fweeteft honeyed tafte, the fair Permain 
Tempered, like comlicft nymph, with red and white* 
Salopian acres flourifh with a growth 
Peculiar, ftylM the Ottley : be thou firft 
This Apple to tranfplant, if to the name 
Its merit anfwers, no where /halt thou find 
A wine more priz'd, or laudable of tafte. 
Nor does the Eliot lealt deferve thy care, 
Nor John -Apple, whofe wither'd rind, intrencht 
With many a furrow, aptly reprefents 
Decrepid age, nor that from Harvey nam'd, 
Quick-reliftiing : why ihould we fing the Thrift, 
Codling, or Pomroy, or of pimpled coat 
The RuflTet, or the Cafs -Head's weighty orb, 
Enormous in its growth, for various ufe 
Though thefe are meet, though after full repaft 
Are oft required, and crown the rich deflert ? 

What, though the Pear-tree rival not the worth 
Of Ariconian produces ? yet her freight 
Is not contemn'd, yet her wide-branching arms 
Bell fcreen thy manfion from the fervent Dog 

E Adverfe 
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Adverfe to life j the winteiy hurricanes 

In vain employ their roitr, her trunk unmovM 

Breaks the ftroftg onfet, and controls their rage. 

Chiefly the Bo&ury, whofe large increafe* 

Annual, in furaptaous banquets chums appJajife. 

Thrice-acceptable beverage ! could but art 

Subdue the floating lee, Pomona's felf 

Would dread thy praife, and fliun the dubious ftrife. 

Be it thy choice, when fummer-heata annoy, 

To fit beneath her leafy canopy, 

Quaffing rich liquids ! oh ! how fweet t* enjoy, 

At once her fruits, and hcfpitable (hade ! 

But how with equal numbers Jhall we match 
The MufiVs furpafling worth ! that earlieft gives 
Sure hopes of racy wine, and in its youth, 
Its tender nonage, loads the fpreading boughs 
With large and juicy offspring, that defies 
The vernal nippings, and cold fyderal blafts ! 
Yet let her to the Red-ftreak yield, that once 
Was of the Sylvan kind, uncivilised, 
Of no regard, till Scudamore's fkiiful hand 
Improv'd her, and by courtly difcipline 
Taught her the favage nature to forget : 
Hence ftyl'd the Scudamorean plant j whole wine 
Whoever taftes, let him with grateful heart 
Refpell that ancient loyal houfe, and with 
The nobler peer, that now tranfeends our hopes 
In early worth, his country's jufteft pride, 
Uninterrupted joy, and health entire. 

Let every tree in every garden own 

The 
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The Red-ftreak as fupreme, whofe pulpous fruit 
With gold irradiate, and vermilion mines 
Tempting, not fatal, as the birth of that 
Primaeval interdicted plant that won 
Fond Eve in hapfefs hoar to tafte, and die* 
This, of more bounteous influence, tnfpiref 
Poetic -raptures, and the lowly Mufe 
Kindles to loftier flrains 3 even I perceive 
Her facred virtue. See ! the numbers flow 
Eafy, whilft, chear'd witk her ne&areous juice* 
Hers, and my country's praifes I exalt. 
Hail Herefordian plant, that doft diftlain 
All other fields ! Heaven's fweeteft blefling, hail I 
Be thou the copious matter of my fong, 
And thy choice Nectar; on which always waits 
Laughter, and fport, and care-beguiling wit, 
And friendship, chief delight of human life. 
What mould we wim for more ? or why, in queft 
Of foreign vintage, infmcere, and raixt, 
Traverfe th* extremeft world ? why tempt the rage 
Of the rough ocean ? when our native glebe 
Imparts, from bounteous womb, annual recruits . 
Of wine delectable* that far Aw mo unt s 
Gallic, or Latin Grapes, or thofe that fee 
The fetting fun near Calpe's towering height. 
Nor let the Rhodian* nor the Lcfbian vines 
Vaunt their rich Muft, nor let Tokay contend - 
For fovereignty j Phanaeus felf muft bow 
To th* Ariconian vales s And mall we doubt 
T' improve our vegetable wealth, or let 

E * TV* 
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The foil lie idle, which, with fit manure, 

With large ft ufury repay, alone 

Impowered to fupply what Nature afkt 

Frugal, or what nice appetite requires? 

The meadows here, with battening ooze enrich'd, 

Give fpirit to the grafs j three cubits high ■ 

The jointed herbage (hoots ; th' unfallow'd glebe' 

Yearly overcomes the granaries with ftore 

Of golden wheat, the ftrength of human life. 

Lo, on auxiliary poles, the Hops, 

Afcending fpiral, rang'd in meet array ! 

Lo, how the arable with barley -grain 

Stands thick, 6'erfhadowM, to the thirfty hind 

Tranfporting proipect ! tbefe, as modern ufe 

Ordains, infus'd, an auburn drink. compofe, 

Wholefomc, of deathlefs fame. Here, to the fight, 

Apples of price, and plenteous fheaves of corn, 

Oft interlaced occur, and both imbibe 

Fitting congenial juice $ fo rich the foil, 

So much dees fru&uous moifture o'er-abound ( 

Ncr are the hills unamiable, whofe tops 

To heaven afpire, affording profpeft fweet 

To human ken j nor at their feet the vales 

Defccnding gently, where the lowing herd 

Chew verdurous pafture j nor the yellow fields 

Gaily* enterchang'd, with rich variety 

Fleafing 5 as when, an Emerald green, enchas'd 

In flamy gold, from the bright mafs acquires 

A nobler hue, more delicate to fight. 

-ttcxt add the Sylvan Jhadcs, and lilent groves, 

(Haunt 
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(Haunt of the Druids) whence the earth is fed 
With copious fuel ; whence the fturdy oak, 
A prince's refuge once, th* eternal guard 
Of England's throne, by fweating peafants fell'd, 
Stems the vaft main, and bears tremendous war 
To diftant nations, or with fov'ran fway 
Awes the divided world to peace and love. 
Why mould the Chalybes, or Bilboa boaft 
Their harden'd iron ; when our mines produce 
As perfect martial ore ? can Tmolus' head. 
Vie with our faffron odors ? or the fleece 
Baetic, or fined Tarentine, compare 
With Lemfter's filken wool ? where (hall we find 
Men more undaunted, for their country's weal 
More prodigal of life ? in. ancient, days, 
The Roman legions, and. great Csefar, found 
Our fathers no mean foes : and Creffy's plains, 
And Agincourt, deep-ting'd with blood, confefs 
What the Silures vigour unwithftood 
Could do in rigid fight j and chiefly what 
Brydges' wide-wafting hand, firft garter'd Knight, 
Puiflant author of great Chandos' ft em, 
High Chandos, that tranfmits paternal worth, 
Prudence, and ancient prowefs, and renown, 
T* his noble offspring. O thrice-happy peer ! 
That, bleft with hoary vigor, view'ft thyfelf 
Frefh blooming in thy generous fon ; whofe lips, 
Flowing with nervous eloquence exaft, 
Charm the wife Senate, and attention win 
In deepeft councils s Ariconium pltas'd, 

E3. T&m> 
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Him, as her chofen worthy, firft falutts. 
Him on th* Iberian, en the Gallic fiore, 
Him hardy Britons blefs j his faithful hand 
Conveys new courage from afar, nor more 
The General's conduct, than his care avails. 

Thee alfo, glorious branch of Ceoil's line, 
This country claims $ with pride and joy to thee 
Thy Alterennis calls v yet me indures 
Patient thy abfence, fince thy prudent choice 
Has fiVd thee in the Mufes' faireft feat *, 
Where f Aldrich reigns, and from his endlefs (lore 
Of univer&l knowledge ftill fupplies 
His noble care j he generous thoughts inftils 
Of true nobility, their country's love, 
(Chief end of life) and forms their du&ile minds 
To human virtues by his genius led, 
Thou foon in every art pre-eminent 
Shalt grace this ifle, and rife to Burleigh's fame. 

Hail high-born peer ! and thou, great nurfe of arts. 
And men, from whence confpicuous patriots fpring* 
Haftmer, and Bromley 5 thou, to whom with due 
Refpeft Wintonia bows, and joyful owns 
Thy mitred offspring 5 be for ever bleft 
With like examples, and to future times 
Proficuous, fuch a race of men produce, 
As, in the caufe of virtue ibm* may fix 

* Oxford. 

f Dr. Aldrich Dean of Chrift-church, 
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Her throne inviolate. Hear, ye Gods, this vow 
From one, the meaneft in her numerous train § 
Though meaneft, not leaft Auctions of her praife, 

Mufe, raifc thy voice to Beaufort's fpotleft fasne, 
To Beauforti in a long defcent derived 
From royal anceftry, of kingly rights 
Faithful aflertersy in him centering meet 
Their glorious virtues, high defert from pride 
Disjoined, unmaken honour, and contempt 
Of ftrong allurements. O illuftrious prince I 
O thou of ancient faith ! exulting, thee, 
In her fair lift this happy land inrolls. 
Who can refute a tributary verfe 
To Weymouth » firmeft friend of flighted worth 
In evil days ? whofe hofpitable gate, 
Unbarr'd to all, invites a numerous train 
Of daily guefts ; whofe board, with plenty crown'd* 
Revives the feaft-rites old : meanwhile his care 
Forgets not the afflicted, but content 
In a&s of iecret goodnefs, (huns the praife, 
That Aire attends. Permit me, bounteous lord, 
To blazon what though hid will beauteous thine* 
And with thy name to dignify my fong. 

But who i* he, that on the winding ftream 
Of Vaga firft drew vital breath, and now 
Approv'd in Anna's fecret councils fits, 
Weighing the Aim of things, with wife forecaft 
Solicitous of public good ) how large 
His mind that comprehends whatever was known 
To old, or picfimt time j yet not elate, 

B* **• 
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Not conlcfcus of its (kill ? what praife defervet 
His liberal hand, that gathers but to give, 
Preventing fuit ? O not unthankful Mule, 
Htm lowly reverence, that firft deign'd to hear 
Thy pipe, and (kreen'd thee from opprobrious tongues. 
Acknowledge thy own Harley, and his name 
Infcribe on every bark ; the wounded plants 
Will fail increafc, fafter thy juft refpefh 

Such are our heroes, by their virtues known, 
Or (kill in peace, and war : of fofter mold 
The female fex, with fweet attractive airs 
Subdue obdurate hearts. The travellers oft, - 
That view their match lefs forms with tranfient glance, 
Catch fudden love, and figh for nymphs unknown, 
Smit with the magic of their eyes : nor hath 
The daedal hand of Nature only pourM 
Her gifts of outward grace ; their innocence 
Unfeign'd, and virtue moft engaging, free 
Frcm pride, or artifice, long joys afford 
To th' honeft nuptial bed, and in the wane 
Of life, rebate the miferies of age. 
And is there found a wretch fo bafe of mind. 
That woman's powerful beauty dares condemn, 
Exa&eft work of Heaven ? He ill deferves 
Or love, or pity 5 friendlefs let him fee 
Uneafy, tedious days, defpis'd, forlorn, 
As (bin of human race : but may the man, 
That chear fully recounts the female's praife, 
Find equal love, and love's untainted fweett 
Enjoy with honour t O, ye Gods ! might I 

Eleft 
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Eleft my fate, my happieft choice (hould be 

A fair and modeft virgin, that invites 

With afpecl: chafte, forbidding loofe defire, 

Tenderly fmiling $ in whofe heavenly eye 

Sits pureft love enthroned : but if the ftars 

Malignant thefe my better hopes oppofe, 

May I, at leaft, the facred pleafures know 

Of drifted amity 3 nor ever want 

A friend, with whom I mutually may (hare 

Gladnefs and anguifh, by kind intercourfe 

Of fpeech, and offices. May in my mind, 

Indelible a grateful fenfe remain 

Of favours undeferv'd ! — O thou t from whom 

Gladly both rich and low feek aid $ mod wife 

Interpreter of right, whofe gracious voice 

Breathes equity, and curbs too rigid law 

With mild, impartial reafon j what returns 

Of thanks are due to thy beneficence 

Freely vouchfafd, when to the gates of death 

I tended prone ? if thy indulgent care 

Had not preven'd, among unbody'd (hades 

I now had wander'd ; and thefe empty thoughts 

Of apples periftYd 5 but, uprais'd by thee, 

I tune my pipe afrefli, each night and day, 

Thy unexampled goodnefs to extol 

Defirous $ but nor night, nor day, fuffice 

For that great talk ; the highly-honour'd name 

Of Trevor muft employ my willing thoughts 

Inceflant, dwell for ever on my tongue. 

Let me be grateful 1 but let far from me 



5* J. PHILIPS'8 F0BM8. 

Be fawning cringe, and faJfe diflemUling loofe* 

And fervile flattery, that harbours oft 

In courts ap4 gilded roofs. Some loofc the b&ads 

Of ancient friendship, cancel Nature's laws 

For pageantry, and tawdry gewgaws. Soma 

Renounce their fires, oppofc paternal right 

For rule and power ; and others realms invade 

With fpecious (hews of love. This traitorous wretch 

Betrays his fovereign. Others, destitute 

Of real zeal, to every altar bend 

By lucre fway'd, and a£l the bafeft things 

To be ftylM honourable : the honeft man. 

Simple, of heart, prefers inglorious want 

To ill-got wealth j rather from door to door, 

A jocund pilgrim, though diftrefs'd, he '11 rove. 

Than break his plighted faith j nor fear, nor hope. 

Will (hock his ftedfaft foul ; rather debarred 

Each common privilege, cut off from hopes 

Of meaaeft gain, of prefent goods defpoil'd, 

He '11 bear the marks of infamy contemn'd, 

UnpityM j yet his mind, of evil pure, 

Supports him, and intention free from fraud. 

If no retinue with obfervant eyes 

Attend him, if he can't with purple ftaia 

Of cumbrous veftments, labored o'er with gold, 

Dazzle the crowd, and fet them all agape $ 

Yet clad it hqs&ely weeds, from envy's darts 

Remote be lives, hot fcaows the nightly pangs - 

Of confcicnce, nor with fpt&ses' grifly forms, 

Diemons, aid injvr'd frvUj at cjqfc of day 

Annoy'eV 
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Annoy'd, fad interrupted flumbers finds. 

But (as a child, whale inexperienced «ge 

Nor evil purpofe fear*, nor knows) enjoys 

Night's Tweet rcfremmeat, humid flee? fmetet. 

When Chanticleer, with clarion fluill, recast 

The tardy day, he to his labours hies 

Gladfome, intent on femewhat that nay calb 

Unhealthy mortals, and with curious (earch 

Examines all the properties of herbs, 

Foflils, and minerals, that th* embower d earth) 

Difplays, if by his induftry he can 

Benefit human race : or clfe bis thought* 

Are exercis'd with fpeculations deep 

Of good, and juft, and meet, and th* wholefone 

rules 
Of temperance, and aught that may improve 
The moral life 5 not fedulous to rail, 
Nor with envenom'd tongue to blaft the fame 

* Of harmlefs men, or fecret whifpers fpread 
'Mong faithful friends, to breed diftruft and hate* 
Studious of virtue, he no life obferves, 

Except his own 5 his own employs his cares, 
.Large fubject I that he labours to refine 

Daily, nor of his little ftock denies 
rEit alms to Lazars, merciful, and meek. 
Thus facred Virgil liv'd from courtly vice,* 

And bates of pompous Rome fecure $ at court, 
.< Still thoughtful of the rural honeft life, 

And how t* improve his grounds, and how himfelf s 

• Beftpoct! fit exemplar for the tribe 
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Of Phoebus, nor lefs fit Maeonides, 
Poor eyelefs pilgrim ! and, if after thefe, 
If after thefe another I may name, 
Thus tender Spenfer liv'd, with mean repaft 
Content, deprefs'd by penury, and pine 
In foreign realm $ yet not debas'd his verfe 
By fortune's frowns. And had that other bard % 
Oh, had but he, that firft ennobled fong 
With holy rapture, like his Abdiel been $ 
*Mong many faithlefs, ftri&Iy faithful found; 
Unpity'd, he mould not have wail'd' his orbs,. 
That rolTd in vain to find the piercing ray, 
And found no dawn, by dim fuffufion veil'd 1 
•But he — however, let the Mufe abftain, 
Nor blaft his fame, from whom fhe learnt to fing 
In much inferior ftrains, groveling beneath 
Th' Olympian hill, on plains, and vales intent, 
Mean folUwer. There let her reft a-while, 
Pleas'd with the fragrant walks, and cool retreat* 

* Milton* 
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BOOK II. 

f~\ Harcourt, vmomth' ingenuous love of arts 
^^ Has carry'd from thy native foil, beyond 
Th* eternal Alpine fnows, and now detains 
In Italy's wafte realms, how long muft we 
Lament thy abfence ? whilft in fweet fojourn 
Thou view'ft the reliques of old Rome 5 or, what 
Unrival'd authors by their prefence made 
For ever venerable, rural feats, 
Tibur, and Tufculum, or Virgil's urn, 
Green with immortal bays, which haply thou, 
Refpe&ing his great name, doft now approach 
With bended knee, and ftrow with purple flowers ; 
Unmindful of thy friends, that ill can brook 
This long delay. At length, dear youth, return, 
Of wit, and judgment ripe in blooming years, 
And Britain's ifle with Latian knowledge grace* 
Return, and let thy father's worth excite 
Thirft of pre-eminence j fee ! how the caufe 
Of widows, and of orphans, he afferts 
With winning rhetoric, and well-argued law f 
Mark well bis footfteps, and, like him, deferve 
Thy prince's favour, and thy country's love. 

Meanwhile (although the Mailic grape delights 
Pregnant of racy juice, and Formian hills 
Temper thy cups, yet) wilt not thou rejeft 
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Thy native liquors : lo ! for thee my mill 
Now grinds choice apples, and the Britifh vats 
O'erflow with generous cyder 5 far remote 
Accept this labour, nor defpife the Mufe, 
That, palling lands and feas, on thee attends. 

Thus far of trees : the pleating taflc remains, ■ 
To fing of wines, and autumn's bleft increafe. 
Th* effects of art are fhewn, yet what avails 
'Gainft Heaven ? oft, notwithstanding all thy care 
To help thy plants, when the fmall fmitery feems 
Exempt from ills, an oriental blaft 
Difaftrous flies, foon as the hind fatigued 
Unyokes his team ; the tender freight, unfkill'd 
To bear the hot difeafe, diftemper'd pines 
In the year's prime j the deadly plague annoys 
The wide inclofure : think not vainly now 
To treat thy neighbours with mellifluous cups, 
Thus difappointed. If the former years 
Exhibit no fupplies, alas ! thou mull 
With taftelefs water warn thy droughty throat, 

A thoufand accidents the fanner's hopes 
Subvert, or check j uncertain all his toil, 
Till lufty autumn's luke-warm days allay'4 
With gentle colds, infenfibly confirm 
His ripening labours : autumn to the fruits 
Earth's various lap produces, vigour gives 
Equal, integrating milky grain, 
Beiries, and fky-dy'd Plumbs, and what in coat 
Rough, or foft rind, or bearded huflt, or (hell j 
Fat Olives, and Piltacie's fragrant nut, 

And 
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And the Pine's tafteful Apple t autumn paints 

Aufonian hills with Grapes j whilft EnglUh plaint 

Blufh with pomaceous harve&s, breathing fweeta. 

O let me now, when the kind early dew 

Unlocks th' embofom'd odors, walk among 

The well-rang'd files of trees, whofe full«ag'd ftore 

DifFufe Ambrofial fleams, than Mynrb> or Nard, 

More grateful, or perfuming flowery Bean I . 

Soft whifpering airs, and the lark's mattia fong 

Then woo to muting, and becalm the mind 

PerplexM with irkfome thoughts. Thrice happy time, 

Bed portion of the various year, in which 

Nature rejoiceth, fmiling on her works 

Lovely, to full perfection wrought ( but ah t 

Short are our joys, and neighbouring griefs difturb 

Our pleafant hours 1 inclement winter dwells 

Contiguous $ forthwith frofty blafts deface 

The blithfome year t trees of their ihriverd fruits 

Are widow'd, dreary ftorms o'er all prevail I 

Now, now *s the time, ere hafty funs forbid 

To work, disburden thou thy l'aplcfs wood 

Of its rich progeny ; the turgid fruit 

Abounds with mellow liquor : now exhort 

Thy hinds to exercife the pointed fteel 

On the hard rock, and give a wheely form 

To the expected grinder : now prepare 

Materials for thy mill ; a fturdy poft 

Cylindric, to fupport the grinder's weight 

Exceflivej and a flexile fallow, entrench'd, 

Hounding, capacious of the juicy hord, 

3 Not 
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Nor muft thou not be mindful of thy prefs, 
Xong ere the vintage j but with timely care 
Shave- the goat's fhaggy beard, left thou too late 
In vain fhould'ft feek a ftrainer to difpart 
The hufky, terrene dregs, from purer' Muft. 
Be cautious next a proper fteed to find, 
Whofe prime is paft j the vigorous horfe difdaina 
Such fervile labours, or, if forc'd, forgets 
His paft atchievements, and victorious palms. * 
Blind Bayard rather, worn with work, and years, 
Shall roll th' unwieldy ftone 5 with fober pace 
He '11 tread the circling path till dewy eve, 
From early day-fpring, pleas'd to find his age 
Declining not unufeful to his lord. 

Some, when the prefs, by utmoft vigour fcrew'd, 
Has drain' d the pulpous mafs, regale their fwine 
With the dry refufe j thou, more wife, (halt fteep 
Thy hulks in water, and again employ 
The ponderous engine. Water will imbibe 
The fmall remains of fpirit, and acquire 
A vinous flavour ; this the peafants blithe 
Will quaff, and whittle, as thy tinkling team 
They drive, and fing of Fufca's radiant eyes, 
Pleas'd with the medley draught. Nor malt thou now 
Reject the Apple-cheefe, though quite exhauft ; 
Even now 'twill cherifh, and improve the roots 
Of fickly plants 5 new. vigour hence convey'd 
Will yield an harveft of unufual growth. 
Such profit fprings from huiks difcreetly us'd ( 

The 
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The tender apples, from their parents rent 
By ftormy mocks, muft not negle&ed lie. 
The prey of worms : A frugal man I knew, 
Rich in one barren acre, which, fubdued 
By endlefs culture, with fufficient Muft 
His calks replenifh'd yearly : he no more 
Defir'd, nor wanted ; diligent to learn 
The various feafons, and by (kill repel 
Invading pefts, fuccefsful in his cares, 
Till the damp Libyan wind, with tempefts arm'd 
Outrageous, blufter'd horrible am id ft 
His Cyder-grove : o'erturnM by furious blafts, 
The fightly ranks fall proftrate, and around 
Their fruitage fcatter'd, from the genial boughs 
Stript immature : yet did he not repine, 
Nor curfe his ftars j but prudent, his fallen heaps 
Collecting, cherifiYd with the tepid wreaths 
Of tedded grafs, and the fun's mellowing beams 
Rival'd with artful heats, and thence procured 
A coftly Jiquor, by improving fitne, 
EqualM with what the happieft vintage bears. 

But this I warn thee, and /hall always warn, 
No heterogeneous mixtures ufe, as fome 
With watery turnips have debased their wines, 
Too frugal ; nor let the crude humours dance 
In heated brafs, (learning with fire intenfe 5 
Although Devonia much commends the ufe 
Of ftrengthening Vulcan 5 with their native ftrength 
Thy wines fufficient, other aid refufe ; 
AJid, when th' allotted orb of time *s complcat, 

F Are 
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Are more commanded than the labour'd drinks* 

Nor let thy avarice tempt thee to withdraw. 
The pried* s appointed ihare; with chearful heart 
The tenth of thy increafe beftow, and own 
Heaven* 3 bounteous goodnefs, that will Aire repay 
Thy grateful duty : this neglected, fear 
Signal avengeance, fuch as overtook 
A mifer, that unjuftly once withheld 
The clergy's due * relying on himfelf, 
His fields he tended, with fuccefslefs care, 
Early and late, when or unwifh'd-for rain 
Defc ended, or unfeafonable frofts 
Curb'd his increafing hopes 5 or, when around 
The clouds dropt fatnefs, in the middle iky 
The dew fufpcnded ftaid, and left unmoift 
His execrable glebe : recording this, 
Be juft, and wife, and tremble to tranfgreft. 

Learn now the promife of the coming year, 
To know, that by no flattering Cgns abus'd, 
Thou wifely may' ft provide^ the various moon 
Prophetic, and attendant ftars, explain 
Each rifi: t ; dawn ; ere icy crafts furmount 
The current ftream, the heavenly orbs ferene 
Twinkle with trembling rays, and Cynthia glow* 
With light unfully'd : now the fowler, warn'd 
By thefe good omens, with fwift early fteps 
Treads the crimp earth, ranging through fields and 

glades 
OfFenfive to the birds ; fulphureous death 
Checks their mid flight, and heedlefs while they ftrain 

Their 
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Their tuneful throats, the towering, heavy lead, 
O'ertakes their, fpeed j they leave their little lives 
Above the clouds precipitant to earth. 

The woodcocks early vifit, and abode 
Of long continuance in. our. temperate clime, 
Foretel a liberal harveft j he of times 
Intelligent, the harm Hyperborean ice * 
Shuns for our equal winters j when our funs 
Cleave the chilTd foil, he backward wings his way 
To Scandinavian frozen fummers, meet 
For his numbM blood. But nothing profits more 
Than frequent fnows : O, may'ft thou often fee 
Thy furrows whiten* d by the woolly rain 
Nutriceous ! fecret nitre lutks within 
The porous wet, quickening the languid glebe* 

Sometimes thou (halt with fervent vows implore 
A moderate wind ; the orchat loves to wave 
With winter winds, before the gems exert 
Their feeble heads ; the loofened roots then drink 
Large increment, earned of happy years. 

Nor will it nothing profit to obferve 
The monthly ftars, their powerful influence 
O'er planted fields, what vegetables reign 
Under each fign. On our account has Jove 
Indulgent to all moons fome fucculent plant 
Allotted, that poor helplefs man might flack 
His prefent thirft, and matter find for toil. 
Now will the Corinths, now the Rafps, fupply 
Delicious draughts 5 the Quinces now, or Plumbs, 
Or Cherries, or the fair Thifbeian fruit 
Arc preft to wines j the Britons fqueezc the works 

Fa Ot 
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Of fedulous bees, and mixing odorous herbs 
Prepare balfamic cups, to wheezing lungs 
Medicinal, and fliort-breath'd, ancient (ires. 

But, if thou *rt indefatigably bent 
To toil, and omnifarious drinks would* ft brew j 
Befides the crchat, every hedge and bu(h 
Affords afliftance $ ev'n afflictive Birch, 
Curs'd by unlettered, idle youth, diftils 
A limpid current from her wounded bark, 
Profufe of nurfing fap. When folar beams 
j Parch thirfty human veins, the damafk'd meads, 

Unforc'd, difplay ten thoufand painted flowers 
Ufeful in potables. Thy little fons 
i Permit to range the paftures 5 gladly they 

j "Will mow the CowAip-pofies, faintly fweet, 

j From whence thou artificial wines fhalt drain 

I Of icy tafte, that, in mid fervors, beft 

[ Slack craving tbirft, and mitigate the day. 

j Happy Ierne *, whofe moft wholfome air 

Poifons envenonrTd fpiders, and forbids 
The baleful toad, and viper, from her more ! 
More happy in her balmy draughts, enrich'd 
With mifcellaneous fpices, and the root 
(For thirft-abating fweetnefs prais'd), which wide 
Extend her fame, and to each drooping heart 
Prefent redrefs, and lively health convey. 

See, how the Belgae, fedulous and ftout, 
With bowls of fattening Mum, or blifsful cups 

* Ireland. 
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Of kerael-reliflTd fluids, the fair liar 
Of early Phofphorus falute, at noon 
Jocund with frequent-rifing fumes ! by ufe 
Inftructed, thus to quell their native phlegm 
Prevailing, and engender wayward mirth. 

What need to treat of diftant climes,. removed 
Far from the doping journey of the year, 
Beyond Petfora, and Iflandic coaiis ? 
Where ever-during fnows, perpetual (hades 
Of darknefs, would congeal their livid blood, 
Did not the Arctic tract fpontaneous yield 
A chearing purple berry, big with wine, 
Intenfely fervent, which each hour they crave, 
Spread round a flaming pile of pines, and oft 
They interlard their native drinks with choice 
Of ftrongeft Brandy, yet fcarce with thefe aids 
Enabled to prevent the fuddcn rot 
Of freezing nofe, and quick-decaying feet. 

Nor lefs the fable borderers of Nile, 
Nor they who Taprobane manure, nor they, 
Whom funny Borneo bears, are ftor'd with ftreams 
Egregious, Rum, and Rice's fpirit extract. 
For here, exposed to perpendicular rays, 
la vain they covet (hades, and Thrafcia's gales, 
Pining with .^Equinoctial heat, unlefs 
The cordial glafs perpetual motion keep, 
Quick circuiting $ nor dare they clofe their eyes, 
Void of a bulky charger near their lips, 
With which, in often interrupted fleep, 
Their frying: blood compels to irrigate 

F 3 1*k* 
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Their dry-furr'd tongues, elfc minutely to death 
Obnoxious, difmal death, th* effect of drought! 
More hippy they, bom in Columbus* world, 
Carybbes, and they, whom the Cotton plant 
With downy-fprouting veils arrays ! their wocfo 
Bow with prodigious nuts, that give at once 
Celeftial food, and nectar j then, at hand , 
The .Lemon, un corrupt with voyage long, 
To vinous fpirits added (heavenly drink I) 
They with pneumatic engine ceafelefs draw, 
Intent on laughter j a continual tide 
Flows from th' exhilarating fount. As, when 
Againft a fecret cliff, with fudden (hock 
A (hip is dam'd, and leaking drinks the fea, 
TIT aftonifiYd mariners ay ply the pump, 
Nor ftay, nor reft, till the wide breach is clos'd s 
So they (but chearful) unfatigued, ftill move 
The draining fucker, then alone concernM 
When the dry bowl forbids their pleafing work. 

But if to hoarding thou art bent, thy hopes 
Are fruftrate, fhouid'ft thou think thy pipes will flow 
With early limpid wine. The hoarded ft ore, 
And the harm draught, muft twice endure the fun's 
Kind ftrengthening heat, twice winter's purging cold* 

There are, that a compounded fluid drain 
From different mixtures, Woodcock, Pippin, Moyle, 
Rough Eliot, fweet Permain : the blended ftreams 
(Each mutually correcting each) create 
A pleafurable medley, of what tafte 
Hardly diftinguifti'd ; as the ikoWery arch, 

With 
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With lifted colours gay, Ore, Azure, Guies, 
Delights and puzzles the "beholder's eye, 
That views the watery brede, with tboufand (hews 
Of painture vary'd, yet '$ un&ilPd to tell 
Or where one colour rifes, or one faints. 

Some Cyders have by art, or age, unlearn'd 
Their genuine reli/h, and of fundry vines 
AflumM the flavour; one fort counterfeits 
The Spani/h product; this, to Gauls has feem'd 
The fparkling Ne&ar of Champaignc ; with that, 
A German oft has fwill'd his throat, and Fworn, 
Deluded, that imperial Rhine beftow'd 
The generous rummer, whilft the owner, pleas'd, 
Laughs, inly at his guefts, thus entertain'd 
With foreign vintage from his cyder calk. 

Soon as thy liquor from the narrow cells 
Of clofe-preft hulks is freed, thou muft refrain 
Thy thirfty foul $ let none perfuade to broach 
Thy thick, unwholfome, undigefted cades ; 
The hoary frofts, and northern blafts, take care 
Thy muddy beverage to ferene, and drive 
Precipitant the bafer, ropy lees. 

And now thy wine 's tranfpicuous, purgM from all 
Its earthy grofs, yet let it feed a while 
On the fat refufe, left, too foon disjoined 
From fprightly, it to fharp or vapid change. 
When to convenient vigor it attains, 
Suffice it to provide a brazen tube 
t Inflext j felf-taught, and voluntary, flies 
The defecated liquor, through the vuit 

F 4 KtaH&v*l* 
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Afcending, then by downward traft conrey'd* 

Spouts into fubjeft veflels, lovely clear. 

As when a noon- tide fun, with furamcr beams, 

Darts through a cloud, her watery fkirts are edg*< 

With lucid amber, or undrofiy gold : 

So, and fo richly, the purged liquid fhines. 

Now alio, when the colds abate, nor yet 
Full fummer fhines, a dubious feafon, clofe 
In glafs thy purer ftreams, and let them gain, 
From due confinement, fpirit, and flavour new. 

For this intent, the fubtle chemift feeds 
Perpetual flames, whofe unrefifted force 
O'er fand, and a/hes, and the ftubborn flint 
Prevailing, turns into a fufil fea, 
That in his furnace bubbles funny-red .: 
From hence a glowing drop with hollow'd fteel 
He takes, and by one efficacious breath 
Dilates to a furprifing cube, or fphcre, 
Or oval, and fit receptacles forms 
For every liquid, with his plaftic lungs, 
To human life fubfervient ; by his means. 
Cyders in metal frail improve : the Moyle, 
And tafteful Pippin, in a moon's fhort year, 
Acquire complete perfection : Now they fmoke 
Tranfparent, fparkling in each drop, delight 
Of curious palate, by fair virgins crav'd. 
But hardier fluids different lengths of time 
Expeft : Thy flafk will flowly mitigate 
The Eliot's roughaefs. Stirom, firmeft frui^, 
Embottled (long as Priameian Troy . 

Withi 
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Withftood the Greeks) endures, ere juftly mild. 
Soften'd by age, it youthful vigor gains, 
Fallacious drink ! ye honeft men, beware, 
Nor truft its fmoothnefs 5 the third circling' glafs 
Suffices virtue : But may hypocrites, 
(That flyly fpeak one thing, another think, 
Hateful as hell) pleas'd with the relifh weak, 
Drink on unwanTd, till, by inchanting cups 
Infatuate, they their wily thoughts difclofe, 
And through intemperance grow awhile fincere. 
The farmer's toil is done 5 his cades mature 
Now call for vent j his lands exhauft permit 
T* indulge awhile. Now folemn rites he pays 
To Bacchus, author of heart-cheering mirth. 
His honeft friends, at thirfty hour of duik, 
Come uninvited; he with bounteous hand 
Imparts his fmoking vintage, fweet reward 
Of his own induftry j the well-fraught bowl 
Circles inceflant, whilft the humble cell 
With quavering laugh and rural jefts refounds, 
Eafe, and content, and undiflembled love, 
Shine in each face j the thoughts of labour paft 
Encreafe their joy. As, from retentive cage 
When Allien Philomel efcapes, her notes 
She varies, and of paft imprifonment 
Sweetly complains ; her liberty retrieved 
Cheers her fad foul, improves her pleafing fong. 
Gladfome they quaff, yet not exceed the bounds 
Of healthy temperance, nor incroach on night, 
Seafon of reft, but well bedew* d repair 
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Each to his home, with unfupplanted feet. 
Ere heaven's emblazonM by the rofy dawn, 
Domeftic cares awake them j briik they rife, 
RefrefiYd, and lively with the joys that flow 
From amicable talk, and moderate cups 
Sweetly interchangM. The pining lover finds 
Prefent redrefs, and long oblivion drinks 
Of coy Lucinda. Give the debtor wine 5 
His joys are ihort, and few j yet when he drinkt 
His dread retires, the flowing glafles add 
Courage and mirth : magnificent in thought, 
Imaginary riches he enjoys, 
.And in the gaol expatiates unconfin'd. 
Nor can the poet Bacchus* praife indite, 
Debarred his grape : The Mufes ftili require 
Humid regalement, nor will aught avail 
Imploring Phoebus, with unmoiften'd lips* 
Thus to the generous bottle all incline, 
By parching thirft allurM : With vehement funs 
When dufty fummer bakes the crumbling clods, 
How pleafant is *t, beneath the twifted arch 
Of a retreating bower, in mid -day's reign 
To ply the fweet caroufe, remote from noife, 
-Secur'd of feverifh heats ! When th' aged year 
Inclines, and Boreas' fpirit blufters frore, 
Beware th* inclement heavens 5 now let thy hcarl 
Crackle with juicelefs boughs 5 thy lingering bio 
Now inftigate with th* apple's powerful dreams. 
Perpetual mowers, and ftorray gufts confine 
The willing plowman, and December warns 
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To annual jollities 5 now fportive youth 
Carol incondite rhythms, with fuiting notes, 
And quaver unharmonious ; fturdy fwains 
In clean array for ruftic dance prepare, 
Mixt with the buxom damfels; hand in hand 
They frifk, and bound, and various mazes weajre. 
Shaking their brawny limbs, with uncouth mien, 
Tranfported, and fometimes an oblique leer 
Dart on their loves, fometimes an haity kifs 
Steal from unwary lafles ; they with febrn, 
And neck reclin'd, refent the ravifiYd blifs. 
Meanwhile blind Britiih bards with volant touch 
Traverfe loquacious ftri rtgs, whofe folemn notes 
Provoke to harmlefs ftvels j thefe among, ( 
A fubtle artift (lands, in wondrous bag 
That bears imprifonM winds (of ^efitler fort 
Than thofe, which erft Laertes* fon ericfos'd). 
Peaceful they deep j but let the tiineful fqueeze 
Of labouring elbow rotize them, out they fly 
Melodious, and with fprightly accents charm. 
'Midft thefe difports, forget they not to drench 
.Themfeives with bellying goblets j nor, when fpring 
Returns, can they refufe to ufher in 
.The frefh-born year with loud acclaim, and ftort 
Of jovial draughts, now, when the fappy boughs 
Attire themfelves with blooms, fweet rudiments 
Of future harveft : 1Vhen the Gnoffian crown 
Leads -on expe&ed autumn, and the trees 
Difcharge their mellow burdens, let them thank 
Boon Nature, thatthu* annually fupplies 
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Their vaults, and with her former liquid gifts 

Exhilarates their languid minds, within 

The golden mean confinM t Beyond there- *s nought 

Of health, or pleafure. Therefore, when thy heart. 

Dilates with fervent joys, and eager foul 

Prompts to purfue the fparkling glafs, be fure 

'Tis time to fhun it 5 if thou wilt prolong 

Dire compotation, forthwith reafon quits. 

Her empire to confufion, and mifrule,. 

And vain debates j then twenty tongues at once 

Confpire in fenfelefs jargon, nought is heard 

But din, and various clamor, and mad rant s 

Diftruft, and jealoufy to thefe fucceed, 

And anger-kindling taunt, the certain bane 

Of well-knit fellow/hip. Now horrid frays 

Commerce, the brimming glades now are hurl*d 

With dire intent } bottles with bottles clafh 

In rude encounter, round their temples fly 

The (harp-edg'd fragments, down their batter'd cheeks 

Mixt gore and cyder flow. What mail we fay 

Of rafli Elpenor, who in evil hour 

Dry'd an immeafurable bowl, and thought 

T* exhale his furfeit by irriguous deep, 

Imprudent ? him death's iron-deep oppreft, 

Descending carelefs from his couch ; the fall 

Luxt his neck- joint, and fpinal marrow bruis'd v 

Nor need we tell what anxious cares attend 

The turbulent mirth of wine ; nor all the kindi 

Of maladies, that lead to Death's grim cave, 

Wrought by intemperance, joint-racking gout* 

Intcftine 
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nc ftone, and pining atrophy, 
even when the fun with July heats 
the fcorch'd foil, and dropfy all-a-float, 
raving liquids : nor the Centaurs tale 
re repeated $ how, with luft and wine 
ri'd, they fought, and fpilt their drunken fouls 
afting hour. Ye heavenly Powers that guard 
Jritifh iles, fuch dire events remove 
ora fair Albion, nor let civil broils 
:nt from focial cups : May we, remote 
the hoarfe, brazen found of war, enjoy 
umid'prottu&s, and with feemly draughts 
idle mirth, and hofpi table love. 
►ft, alas 1 has mutuarhatred drench'd 
words in native blood $ too oft has pride, 
helliih* difcord, and infatiate third 
hers rights, our quiet difcomposM. 
we forgot, how fell deftru&ion rag'd 
-Spreading, when by Ens' torch incens'd 
athers warr'd ? what heroes, fignalizM 
»yalty and prowefs, met their fate 
lely, undeferv'd ! how Bertie fell, 
ton, and Granville, dauntlefs fons of Mars, 
ernes of.endlefs grief, butthat we view 
virtues yet furviving in their race ! 
vt forget," how the mad, headftrong rout 
d their prince to arms, nor made account 
ith or duty, or allegiance fworn ? 
ate, atheift rebels.*, bent to ill, 
feeming fan&ity, and cover' d fraud, 
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Iniftiird by him, who firft prefum'd t* oppofe. 
Omnipotence ; alike their crime, th' event 
Was not alike 5 thefe triumphed, and in height 
Of barbarous malice, and infulting pride, 
Abftain'd not from, imperial blood. O fail: 
Unparallerd! O Charles, O beft of Kings ! 
What ftars their black difaftrous influence (hed 
On thy nativity, that thou mould' ft fall 
Thus, by inglorious hands, in this thy realm, 
Supreme and innocent, adjudg'd to death 
By thofe thy mercy only would have fav'd! 
Yet was the Cyder-land unftain'd with guilt j 
The Cyder-land obfequious ftill to thrones, 
AbhorrM fuch bafe difloyal deeds, and all 
Her pruning-hooks extended into fwords, 
Undaunted, to afTert the trampled rights . 
Of monarchy j but, ah I fuccefslefs ihe, 
However faithful ! then was no regard 
Of right, or wrong. And this, once happy, land, 
By home-bred fury rent, long groaifd beneath 
Tyrannic fway, till fair revloving years 
Our exil'd Kings and Liberty reftor'd. 
Now we exult, by mighty Anna's care 
Secure at home, while (he to foreign realms 
Sends forth her dreadful legions, and retrains 
The rage of Kings : Here, nobly flie fupports 
Juftice opprefs'd j here, her victorious arms 
Quell the ambitious : From her hand alone 
All Europe fears revenge, or hopes redrefs. 
Rejoice, O Albion ! fever'd from the world 

3 By 
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ly Nature's wife indulgence, indigent 

)f nothing from without j in one fuprerae 

ntirely bleft ; and from beginning time 

)efign , d thus happy 5 but the fond defire 

)f rule, and grandeur multiply'd a race 

)f Kings, and numerous fceptres introduce 

)eftru£tive of the public weal. For now 

sach potentate, as wary fear, or itrength, 

)r e-nulation urg'd, his neighbour's bound* 

hvades, and ampler territory feeks 

Vith ruinous aflault 3 on every plain 

loft cop'd with hoft, dire was the din of war, 

\x\d ceafelefs, or fhort truce haply procured 

Jy havoc, and difmay, till jealoufy 

lais'd new combuftion. Thus was peace in vain 

bought for by martial deeds, and conflict ftern j 

Till Edgar grateful (as to thofe who pine 

\ difmal half-year night, the orient beam 

Df Phoebus* lamp) arofe, and into one * 

demented all the long-contending powers, 

Pacific monarch 5 then her lovely head 

Concord rear'd high, and all around difFus'd 

The fpirit of love. At eafe, the bards new fining 

Their filent harps, and taught the woods and vales, 

In uncouth rhythms, to echo Edgar's name. 

Then gladnefs fmil'd in every eye j the years 

Ran fmoothly on, productive of a line 

Of wife, heroic Kings, that by juft laws 

EftabliuYd happinefs at home, or crufhM 

Infulting enemies in fartheft climes. 
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!!| See lion-hearted Richard, with his force 

jj| Drawn from the North, to Jewry's hallow'd pla 

i-j Pioufly valiant (like a torrent fwelPd 

With wintery tempefts, that difdains all mounds 
Breaking a way impetuous, and involves 
Within its fweep, trees, houfes, men) he prefs'd 
Amidft the thickeft battle, and overthrew 
Whate'er withftood his zealous rage : no paufe, 
No ftay of daughter, found his vigorous arm, 
But th* unbelieving fquadrons turn'd to flight 
Smote in the rear, and with difhoneft wounds. 
Mangled behind. The Soldan, as he fled, 
Oft caird on Alia, gnafliing with defpite, 
And fhame, and murmur' d many an empty curft 
Behold third Edward's ftreamers blazing high 
On Gallia's hoftile ground I his right withheld, 
Awakens vengeance. O imprudent Gauls, 
Relying on falfe hopes, thus to incenie 
The warlike Englifh ! One important day 
Shall teach you meaner thoughts. Eager of fighl 
Fierce Brutus* off-fpring to the adverfe front 
Advance refiftlefs, and their deep array 
With furious inroad pierce : the mighty force 
Of Edward twice o'erturn'd their defperate King, 
Twice he arofe, and joinM the horrid (hock : 
The third time, with his wide^extended wings, 
He fugitive declined fuperior ftrength, 
Difcomfited 5 purfued, in the fad chace 
Ten thoufand ignominious fall 5 with blood 
The vaJlies float. Great Edward thus aveng'd, 
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With golden Iris bis broad wield embofsM. 
Thrice glorious prince I whom Fame with all her 
tongues 
For ever (hall refound. Yet from his loins 
New authors of diftenfion fpring ; from him 
Two branches, that in hotting long contend 
For fov'ran fway ; and can fuch anger dwell 
In nobleft minds i but little now availed 
The ties of friendfhip j every mail, as led 
By inclination^ or vain hope, repaired 
To either camp, and breathed immortal hate, 
And dire revenge. Now horrid Slaughter reigns t 
Sons agairift fathers tilt the fatal lance, 
Carelefs of duty, and their native grounds 
Diftain with kindred blood ; the twanging bows 
Send mowers of (hafts, that on their barbed points 
Alternate ruin bear. Here might you fee 
Barons, and peafants on th' embattled field 
Slain; or half-dead, in one huge, ghaftly heap 
Prom|fcuou(ly amafs'd. With difmal groans* 
And ejulation, in the pangs of death 
Som£ call for aid, neglected $ fome o'erturn'd 
In ine fierce fhock, lie gafping, and expire, 
Trampled by fiery courfers : Horror thus, 
And wilcl uproar, and defolation, reign'd 
Unrefpited. Ah I who at length will end 
This long, pernicious fray ? what man has Fate 
Refenr'd for this great work ?— Hail, happy prince 
Of Tudor* s race, whom in the womb of time 
£adwallador.forefaw 1 thou, thou art he, 

G 4 Great 
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Great Richmond Henry, that by nuptial rites 

Muft cfafe the gates of Janus, and remove 

Deftru&ive4ifcord. Now no more the drum ' 

Provokes to arnt» r or trumpet's clangor (hrill 

Affrights the wives, or chills the virgin's blooc 

But Joy and pleafure open to the view 

Uninterrupted ! with prefaging (kill 

Thou to thy own uniteft Fergus* line 

By wife alliance : from thee James defcends, 

Heaven's chofen favourite, firft Britannic king. 

To him alone hereditary right 

Gave power fupreme j yet ftill fome feeds remai 

Of difcontent s two nations under one, 

In laws and intereft divcrfe, ftill purfued 

Peculiar ends, on each fide refolute 

To fly conjunction ; neither fear, nor hope, 

Nor the fweet profpeft of a mutual gain, 

Could aught avail, till prudent Anna faid, 

Let there be union ; ftrait with reverence due 

To her command, they willingly unite, 

One in affection, laws and government, 

JndifTolubly firm ; from Dubris fouth, 

To northern Orcades, her long domain. 

And now, thus leagued by an eternal bond j 
What (hall retard the Britons bold defigns, 
Or who fuftain their force, in union knit, 
Sufficient to withftand the powers combined 
Of all this globe ? At this important a& 
The Mauritanian and Cathaian kings 
Already tremble, and th* unbaptii'd Turk 
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Dreads war from utmoft Thule. Uncontrord 

^The BVitifh navy through thfe oceanySft 

Shall wave her double crofs, t* extremeft climes 

Terrific, and return with odorous fpoils 

Of Araby well fraught, or Indus* wealth, 

Pearl, and barbaric gold > Meanwhile* the {wain* 

Shall unmolefted reap what plenty ftrows 

From well-jlorM horn, rich grain, and timely fruits* 

The elder year, Pomona, pleas'd, mall deck 

With ruhy-tin&ur'd. births, whofe liquid ftore ,. 

Abundant, flowing in well-blended ftreams, 

The natives ihall applaud ; while glad they talk 

Of baleful ills, caused by Bellona's wrath 

In other realms j wherever the Briti/h fpread 

Triumphant banners, -or their fame has reached 

DifFufive, to the utmoft bounds of this 

Wide univerfe, Silurian cyder borne 

Shall pleafe all taftes, and triumph o'er the vine* 
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PHAEDRA and HIPPOLITUS, 

A T R A G E D Y. 



To the Right Honourable 

CHARLES Lord HALIFAX. 



MY LORD, 

AS foon as it was made known that your Lord (hip 
was not difpleafed with this Play, my friends be- 
gan to value themfelves upon the intereft they had taken 
in its fuccefs j I was touched with a vanity I had not 
before been acquainted with, and began to dream of 
nothing lefs than the immortality of my Work. 

And I had fufficicntly (hewn this vanity in infcribing 
this Play to your Lordfhip, did I only confider you as 
one to whom fo many admirable pieces, to whom the 
praifes of Italy, and the bed Latin poem fince the 
JEneid, that on the peace of Ryfwick, are confecrated. 
But it had been intolerable prefumption to have ad* 
drefled it to you, my Lord, who are the niceft judge of 
poetry, were you not alfo the greateft encourager of it j 
to you who excel all the prefent age as a poet, did you 
not furpafs ail the preceding ones as a patron. 

p 4 For 
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For in the times when the Mufes were moft enc 
raged, the beft writers were countenanced, bat n 
advanced} they were admitted to the acquaintance 
the greateft men, but that was all they were to exj 
The bounty of the patron is no where to be read of 
in the works of the Poets, whereas your Lord/hip's 
£11 thofe of the hiftorians. 

For what tranfa&ions can they write of, which 1 
not been managed by fomc who were recommend© 
your Lordftiip ? 'Tis by your Lordihip's means, 
the univeriities have been real nurferies for the ft 
that the courts abroad are charmed by the wit 
learnings as well as the fagacity, of our miniftersj 
Germany, Switzerland, Mufcovy, and even Turke 
felf begins to relifh the politenefs of the Englifli j 
the poets at home adorn that court which they fonr 
ufed only to divert 5 that abroad they travel, in a r 
ner very unlike their predeceflbr Homer, and wit 
equipage he could not beftow, even on the heroes h< 
fignfld to immortalize. 

And this, my Lord, (hews your knowledge of 
as well as writings, and your judgment no lefs 
your generofity. You have diftinguiflied between 1 
who by their inclinations or abilities were qualifiei 
the pleafure only, and thofe that were fit for the fe 
of your country 5 you made the one eafy, and the < 
ufeful : you have left the one no occafion to wi£ 
any preferment, and you have obliged the public b 
promotion of the others. 
And now, my lord, it may fecm odd that I ft 
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dwell on the topic of your bounty only, when I might 
enlarge on fo many others ; when I ought to take no- 
tice of that illuftrious family from which you are fprung 
and yet of the great merit which was neceflary to fet 
you on a level with it, and to raife you to that houie 
of Peers which was already filled with your relations. 
When I ought to confider the brightnefs of your wit in 
private converfation, and the folidity of your eloquence 
in public debates 5 when I ought to admire in you 
the politenefs of a courtier, and the fincerity of a friend j 
the opennefs of behaviour which charms all who ad- 
drefs thcmfelves to you, and yet that hidden, referve 
which is neceflary for thofe great affairs in which you 
are concerned. 

To pafs over all thefe great qualities, my lord, and 
infill only on your generofity, looks as if I folicited it 
for myfelf j but to that I quitted all manner of claim 
when I took notice of your lordihip's great judgment in 
the choice of thofe you advance} fo that all at prefent 
my ambition afpires to is, that your lordftiip would be 
pleafed to pardon this prefumption, and permit me to 
profefs myfelf with the moil profound refpelt, 

Your lordfhip's mod humble, 

and moft obedient fervant, 

EDM. SMITH, 
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R O L O G U E f 

By Mr. AD D I S O N. 

Spoken by Mr. W I L K S. 

3 N G has a race of heroes fill'd the ftagc, 
That rant by note, and through the gamut rage j 
ngs and airs exprefs their martial fire, 
bat in trills, and in a feuge expire j 
le, lullM by found, and undifturb'd by wit, 
i and (erene you indolently fit j , 

, from the dull fatigue of thinking free, 
the facetious fiddles repartee : 
homc-fpun authors muft forfake the field, 
Shakefpeare to the foft Scarlatti yield. 
> your new tafte the poet of this day 
by a friend advis'd to form his play; 
Valentini, mufically coy, 
n*d Phaedra's arms, and fcorn'd theprofier'd joy} 
d not mov'd your wonder to have feen 
unuch fly from an enamour'd queen, 
would it pleafe, mould (he in Englifh fpeak, 
could Hippolitus reply in Greek r 
le, a ftranger to your modifh way, 
)ur old rules muft ftand or fall to-day ; 
hopes you will your foreign tafte command, 
sar, for once, with what you underftand. 

EP I- 
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E P I L O G U E, 

By Mr, PRIOR. 

Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 

LADIES, to-night your pity I implore, 
For one who never troubled you before t 
An Oxford man, extremely read in Greek, 
Who from £u— ripides makes Phaedra (peak $ 
And comes to town, to let us moderns know j 
How women lov'd two thoufand years ago. 
If that be all, faid I, ev'n burn your play, 
Egad we know all that as well as they: 
Shew us the youthful handibme charioteer, 
Firm in his feat, and running his career $ 
Our fouls would kindle with as generous flames, - 
As e'er infpir'd the ancient Grecian dames 4 
livery Ifmena would refign her bread, 
And every dear Hippolitus be bleft. 

But, as it is, fix flouncing Flanders mares 
Are ey'n as good as any two of theirs j 
And if Hippolitus can but contrive 
To buy the gilded chariot, John can drive. 

Now of the buftle you have feea to-day, 
And Phaedra's morals in this fcholar's play} 
Something, at laft, in juftice mould be laid, 
Bat this Hippolitus fo fills one's head— 
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Well ! Phaedra liv'd as chaftely as (he could, 
For me was father Jove's own flefh and blood} 
Her aukward love, indeed, was odly fated. 
She and her Poily w«re too near related 5 
And yet that fcruple had been laid afide, 
If honeft Thefeus had but fairly dy'd t 
But when he came, what needed he to know, 
But that all matters flood mftatu quo : 
There was bo harm/ydti fee ; or grant there were, 
She might want conduct, but he wanted care. 
*Twas in a'hufbandlittle lefs than rude, 
Upon his wife's retirmeewt to intrude : 
• He mould have fent a night or two before, 
That be would come exact at fuch an hour ; 
Then he had turn'd all tragedy to jeft, 
Found every thing contribute to his reft j 
The picquet friend difmifs*d,vthe coaft all clear, 
And fpoufe alone, impatient for her dear. 
But if thefe .gay refle&ionesome too late 
-To keep the guilty fcmfcdra* from" her fate 5 
If your more ferious judgment muft condemn 
The dire effe&s of her unhappy Same : 
Yet, ye chafte matrons, and y* tender facr» 
Xet love and innocence engage your cave j 
1&f fpotteft damps to your protection take, 
And {pare poor Phaedra for Ifmena's fake* 
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PHJEDRA AND HIPPOLITUS. 
ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Cratander and 1*y con. 

LYCON, 

WT* I S ftrange, Cratander, that the royal Phaedra 
1 Should dill continue refolute in grief, 

And obftinately wretched i 

That one fo gay, fo beautiful and young, 

Of godlike virtue and imperial power, 

Should fly inviting joys, and court deltru&ion* 
CRATANDER. 
Is there not caufe, when lately join'd in marriage, 

To have the king her hufband call'd to war ? 

Then for three tedious moons to mourn his abfence, 

Nor know his fate ? 

LYCON. 

The king may caufe her forrow, 
But not by abfence. Oft I've feen him hang 
With greedy eyes, and languiih o'er her beauties* 
She from his wide, deceiv'd, defiring arms 
Flew taftelcfs, loathing} whilft dcjefted Thefeus^ 
With mournful loving eyes purATd her flight, 
And dropt a filent tear* 

CRATANDER* 
Ha! this is hatred, 

Tfeit is averfion, horror, deteftatios a 

XT*! 
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Why did the queen who might have culPd ma 
Why did (he give her perfon and her throng 
Tb One (he loathed ? 

LYCON. 

Perhaps (he thofught it juft 
That he (hould wear the crown hit valour ikv' 

CRATANDER. 

Could (he not glut his hopes with wealth 
nour, 
Reward his valour, yet reject his love ? 
Why /when a happy mother, queen ♦ and wide 
Why 4id (he wed old Thefeus } While his for 
The brave Hippolitus, with equal youth. 
And equal beauty, might have fill'd her arms, 

LYCON.* 

Hippolitus (in diftant Scythia born, 
The warlike Amazon, Camilla's fon) 
Till our queen's marriage, was unknown to € 
And tore the queen could wi(h him (till onknc 
She loaths, detefts him, flies his hated pretence 
And (hrinks and trembles at his very name. 

CRATANDER. 

Well may (he hate the Prince (he needs mud 
He may difpute the crown with Phaedra's fori. 
He's brave, he's fiery, youthful, and belovMj 
His ceurage charm* the men, bis form the woe 
His very (parts are war. 

LYCON. 

O I he's all hero, (corns th* inglorious eafc 
Of lazy Crete, delights to (bine in anas, 
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To wield the fword, and launch the pointed fpcar : 
To tame the generous horfe, that nobly wild 
Neighs on the hills, and dares the angry Hon j 
To join the ftruggling couriers to bis chariot, 
To make their ftubborn necks the rein obey, 
To turn, to (lop, or ftretch along the plain* 
Now the queen 's (ick, there's danger in his courage.-* 
Be ready withyour guards. — , I fear Hippolitus. 

[Exit Crat, 
Fear him ! for what ? poor filly virtuous wretch, 
Affecting glory, and contemning power :: 
Warm without pride, without ambition brave ; 
A fenfelefs hero, fi> to be a tool. 
To thofe whofe godlike fouls are turn'd for empire.. 
An open honeft fool, that loves and hates, 
And yet more fool to own it H He hates flattereis, 
He hates me too; weak boy, to make a fop 
Where he might have a flave. I hate him too, 
But cringe, and. flatter, fawn, adore,, yet. hate him.. 
Let the queen live or die, the prince muft fall. 

.Eater Is men a* 

What ! ftill attending on the queen, Ifmena ? 

O charming virgin ! O exalted virtue ! 

Can ftill your goodnefs conquer all your wrong$ : f . 

Are you not robb'd of your Athenian crown ? 

Was not your royal father Pallas (lain, 

And all his wretched race, by conquering Thefeus >:■ 

And do you ftill watch o'er his confort Ph*dv* % 

&nd ftill repay fuch cruelty withlovsV 
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ISMENA. 

Let them be cruel that delight in mifchief, 
I'm of a fofter mould, poor Phaedra's forrowt 
Pierce through my yielding heart, and wound oi 

LYCON. 

Now thrice the riling fun has chear'd the worl 
Since (he renewed her ftrength with due rcfretin 
Thrice has the night brought eafe to man, to be 
Since wretched Phaedra clos'd her (breaming eye 
She flies all reft, all neceffary food, 
RelolvM to die, nor capable to lire. 

ISMENA. 

But now her grief has wrought her into freni 
The images her troubled fancy forms 
Are incoherent, wild ; her words disjointed : 
Sometimes (he raves for mufick, light and air, 
Nor air, nor light, nor mufick, calm her pains -$ 
Then with extatic ftrength (he fprings aloft, 
And moves and bounds with vigour not her owj 

LYCON. 

Then life is on the wing, then mod (he finks 
When mod (he fcems revived. Like boiling wa 
That foams and hiifes o'er the crackling wood, 
And bubbles to the brim j ev'n then moft wafth 
1 When moft it fwells. 

ISMENA. 

My lord, now try your art 5 
Her wild diforder may difclofe the fecret 
Hex cooler fenfe concealed $ the Pythian. goddeft 
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Is dumb and Allien, till with fury fill'd 

She fpreads, flic rifes, growing to Ac fight, 

She ftares; (he foams, jhe raw 5 the awful letralt 

Burft from her trembling tips, and eafe die toqturVf 

maid. 
But Phaedra comes, ye gods! bow pale, how weak t : 

Enter Phjedra and Attendants. 

PHJEDRA. 

Stay, virgins, ftay, I '11 reft my weary -ftcps | 
My ftrength forfakcs me, and my dazled eyes 
Ake with the flashing light, my loofen'd knees 
Sink under their dull weight ; fupport me, Lycoq, 
Alas ! I faint. 

LYCOfl. 

Afford her eafe, kind Heayen] 

PHiEDJRA. 

Why blaze thefe Jewels round my wretched head ( 
Why all this labour'd elegance of drefs ! 
Why flow thefe wanton curls inartful rings! 
Take, (hatch them hence ! alas ! you all coafpire 
To heap new fbrrows on my tortur'd foul : 
AH, all confpire to make your queen unhappy I 
ismena. ' 

This you required, and to the pleafiag taflc 
Call'd your officious maids, and urg'd their art j 
You bid them. lead you from yon hideous darknefs 
To the glad cheating day, yet now avoid it, 
And hate the light you fought. 
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FHJBDRA. . 

Oh! my Lycon! 
Oh ! how I long to lay my weary head 
Ob tender, flowery beds, and fprjnging grafs, 
To ftretch my limbs beneath the fpreading ihad 
Of venerable oaks, to flake my third 
. With the cool neftar of refreshing fprings. 

LYCON. 

I '11 footh her frenzy j come, Phaedra, let's ai 
J*et *• to the woods, and lawns, and limpid ftrea 

PHAEDRA. 

Come, let 's away, and thou, moil bright Dia 
Goddefs of woods, immortal, chafte Diana I 
Goddefs prefiding o'er the rapid race, 
Place me, O place me in the dufty ring 
Where youthful charioteers contend for glory \ 
See hpw they mount and (hake the flowing reins 
See from the goal the fiery courfers bound, . 
Now they ftrain panting up the fteepy hill, 
Now fweep along its top, now neigh along the v 
How the car rattles ! how its kindling wheels 
Smoke in the whirl ! The circling fand afcends t 
And in the noble duft the chariot's loft 1 

LYCON. 

What, madam 1 

PHJSDRA. 

Ah) my Lycon 1 ah, what faid i )> 
Where was I hurry'd by my roving fancy t 
My languid eyes are wet with fudden tears,. 
And on ray face unbidden blu&es glow, 

VI 
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LYCON. 

Ulufli then, but btafti for your deftru&ive filenee, 
That tears your foul, and weighs you down to death;. 
Oh ! mould you die (ye powers forbid her death !) 
VTho then would (hield from wrongs your helplefs 
orphan! ,. .. 

O ! he might wander, Phaedra's ion might wander, 
A naked iuppliant through the world for aid ! 
Then he may cry, invoke his mother's name * 
He may be doonTd to chains, to fhame, to death. 
While proud Hippoiitus (hall mount his throne. 

PHJEDRA. 

O Heavens I 

LYCON. 

Ha ! Phaedra, are you touched at this I 

PHJEDRA. 

i Unhappy wretch ! what name was that you fpoke-? 

LYCON. 

And does his name provoke your juft resentments L 
Then let it raife your fear, as well as rage : 
Think how you wrong'd him, to his father wrong'd 

him ! 
Think how you drove him hence, a wandering exile 
To diftant climes ! then think what certain vengeance 
His rage may wreak on your unhappy orphan I 
For his fake then renew your drooping fpirits, 
Feed, with new oil, the wafting lamp of life, \ ? 
That winks and trembles, now, juft now expiring t 
Make ^afte, pfleferve your life ! . ^ 
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PHADtAI 

Alas! teolaag, 
Too l<mg hare I preferv'd that guilty life. 

fcYCOW. 

Guilty ! what guilt, has blood* ha* horrid murder* 
Imbrued your hands ! 

PHJBDRA. 

Alas ! my hands are giriidcft : 
But, oh ! my heart *s denTd ! 
I 've (aid too much, forbear the reft, my Lyeoo, 
And let me die to fave the black confemon. 

LYCON. 

Die, then, but not alone ! old faithful Lycon 
Shall be a victim to your cruel filence. 
Will you not tell ? Oh lovely, wretched queen ! 
By all the cares of your firft infant years, 
By all- the love, and faith, and zeal, I Ve fhewM ydu, 
Tell me your griefs, unfold your hidden forrows, 
And teach your Lycon how to bring you comfort. 

PH^DRA. 

What mall I fay, malicious, cruel powers ! 
O where mail I begin ! O cruel Venus ! 
How fatal Love has been to all our race ! 

LYCON. 

Forget it, madam j let it die in filence. 

FHJEDRA. 

O Ariadne 9 O unhappy fifter ! 

LYCON. 

Ceafe to record your fitter's grief and fhame* 
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PHADRA. 

And finee the cruel God of Love requires it, 
I fall the laft, and moft undone of all. 

LYCON. 

Do you then lore ? 

PHjEDRA. 

Alas ! I groan beneath 
The pain, the guilt, the flume, of impious lore* 

LYCON. 

Forbid it, Heaven ! 

Pfc^EDRA. 

Do not upbraid me, Lycon ! 
I love !— -Alas ! I fliudder at the name, 
My blood runs backward, and my faultering tongue 
Sticks at the found !■— I love !— O righteous Heaven ! • 
Why was I born with fuch a fenfe of virtue, 
So great abhorrence of the fmalleft crime, 
And yet a (lave to fuch impetuous guilt ! 
Rain on me, gods, your plagues, your (harped tortures, 
AiHicY my foul with any thing but guilt, 
And yet that guilt is mine 1—1 '11 think no -more. 
I '11 to the woods among the happier brutes : 
Come, let 's away ! hark thjfc.wrill horn refounds, 
The jolly huntfmens cries rend the wide Heavens I 
Come, o'er the hills purfue the bounding Stag, 
Come, chace she Lion and the foaming Boar, 
Come, rouze up all the monfters of the wood, 
for there, ev'n there, Hippolitus will guard me { ' 

LYCON* 

.Hippolitus ! 

H * ns,^^ 
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P RAD HA. 

Who *s he that names Hippolitusi 
Ah ! I 'm betray'-d, and all my guilt difcover'd ! 
Oh 1 give me poifon, fwords, I '11 not live, not bear kj 
I *li ftop my breath ! 

ISMENA. 

I *m loft, but what *s that loft 4 
Jlippolitus is loft, or loft to me* 
Vet Hi oul d her charms prevail upon his foul, 
Should he be falfe, I would not wifli him ill, 
With my latt parting breath I *d blefs my lord ; 
Then in ibme lonely defert place expire. 
Whence my unhappy death mould never reach ilia, ' 
Left it (hould wound his peace, or damp his joys. 

14/*- 

LYCON. 

Think ftill the fecret in your royal breaft, 
For by the awful majefty of Jove, 
By the All-feeing Sun, by righteous Minos, 
By all your kindred gods, we fwear, O Phaedra, 
Safe a* our lives, we Ml keep the fatal fecret. 

ISMENA, &C. 

Wc -fwear, all fwear, to keep it ever Secret, 

PHiEORA. 

Keep it ! from whom ? why it 's alrcady*kno>wa» 

The tale, the whifper of th/babling vulgar t 
•Oh ! can you keep it from yourfelves, lmknow it ? 
Or do you think I *m fo far gone in guilt, 
That I can fee, can bear the looks, the eyes, 
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Of one who knows my black detefted crimes, 
Of one who knows that Phaedra loves her fon r 

LYCOtT. 

. Unhappy queen ! auguft, unhappy race ! 
€>h ! why did Thefeus touch this fatal more 1 
Why did he fave us from Nicander's arms, 
To bring worfe ruin on us by his Jove ? 

PHJEDRA. 

His love indeed ! for that unhappy hour. 
In which the priefts join'd Thefeus* hand to mine, 
Shew'd the young Scythian to my dazzled eyes. 
GoHs ! how I (hook 1 what boiling heat inflamed 
My panting breaft ! how from the touch of Thefeus 
My flack hand dropt, and all the idle pomp, 
Priefts, altars, vi&ims, fwam before my light 1 
The God of Love, ev'n the whole God, pofleft me 1 ' 

LYCON, 

At once* at firft potted you ! 

PHiEDRJU 

Yes, at firft ! 
That fatal evening we purfued the chacc, 
When from behind the wood, with rattling found, 
A monftrous boar riuVd forth $ his baleful eyes 
Shpt glaring fire, and his ftiff-pointed briftles 
Rofe high upon his back ; at me he made, 
. Whetting his tuflts, and churning hideous foam? 
Then, then Hippolitus flew in to aid me $ 
Collecting all himfelf, and rifing to the blow, 
He launchM the whiffling ,fpcar $ the w&.«KQ?dt 
javelin 



Y«£* 
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PiercM his tough hide, and quiver'd in his heart ; . 
The monfter fell, and gnafhing with huge tuflts 
Plow'd up the crimfon earth. But then Hippolitus, 
Gods ! how he mov'd and look'd when he approach 

me! 
When hot and panting from the favage conqueft, 
Dreadful as Mars, and as his Venus lovely, 
His kindling cheeks with purple beauties glow'd, 
His lovely, fparkling eyes (hot martial fires : 
Oh godlike form \ oh extafy and tranfport ! 
My breath grew fhort, my beating heart fprung up 

ward, 
And leap'd and bounded in my heaving bofom. 
Alas 1 I *m pleas'd, the horrid ftory charms me.— 
No more.— -That night with fear and love I ficken'd 
Oft I received his fatal charming viltts ; 
Then would he talk with fuch an heavenly grace. 
Look with fuch dear companion on my pains, 
That I could wifh to be fo fick for ever. 
My ears, my greedy eyes, my thirfty foui, 
Drank gorging in the dear delicious poifon, 
Till I was loft, quite loft in impious love : 
And mall I drag an execrable life : 
And (hall I hoard up guilt, and treafure vengeance 1 

LYCON. 

No ; labour, drive, fubdue that guilt and live. 

PHJEDRA. 

Did I not labour, ftrive, all-feeing Powers ! 
Did I not weep and pray, implore your aid ! 
Burnt clouds of incenfe on nvm tattad *ltar»r 

r < 
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Oh ! I caird Heaven and eartb to oly afliftanct, 
All; the ambitious third of fame and empire, 
And all the honeft pride of confeious virtue s 
I ftruggled, rav'd ; the new-born paffion reignVl 
Almighty in his birth. 

. . lycon* 

Bid ya%tc*er fry- 
To gain his love ? 

TBMDKA. 

Aver* fueh crimes* ye powers !1 
No, to avoid his love, I'fought his hatred $ 
I wrong'd him, fhunn'd him, banifh'd him from Crete>. 
I fent him, drove him, from, my longing fight : 
In vain I drove him, for his tyrant form 
Reign' d in my heart, and dwelt before my eyes* 
If. to the gods I pray'd, the very vows 
I made to Heaven, were by my erring tongue, 
Spoke to Hippolitus. If I try'd to fleep, 
Straight to my drowfy tyts my reftlefs fancy 
Brought back his fatal form, and curft my dumber* 

LYCON. 

Firft let me try to melt him into love, 

PHJEDRA. 

No ; did his haplefs paffion equal mine* 
I would refufe the btifs I moft defir'd, 
Confult my fame, and facrifice my life. 
Yes, I would die, Heaven knows, this very moment^ 
Rather than wrong my lord, my hufband Thefeui* 

LYCON. V 

Perhaps that lord, that hufband, \% m* xsxxt\ 



V* 
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He went from Crete in haftc, bis army thin, 
To meet the numerous troops of fierce Moloman*} 
Yet though he lives, while ebbing life decay*. 
Think on your fon. 

PHJEDRA. 

Alas ! that (hocks me, 
O let me fee my young one, let me fnatch 
A hafty farewell, a laft dying kifs ! 
Yet, ftay, his fight will melt my juft refolves ; 
But oh ! I heg with my laft fallying breath $ 
Cherifh my babe. 

Enter Messenger. 

MESSENGER. 

Madam, I grieve to tell you 
What you muft know — Your royal hulband's dead. 

PHJEDRA. 

Dead ! oh ye powers ! 

LYCOH. 

v O fortunate event ! 

Then earth-born Lycon may afcend the thione* 
Leave to his happy fon the crown of Jove, 
And be ador'd like him. [A/Me.] Moum, mourn, 

Cretans, 
Since he is dead, whofe valour fav'd your ifle, 
Whofe prudent care with flowing plenty crownM 
His peaceful fubje&s ; as your towering Ida 
With threading oaks, and with descending llream*, 
Shades and enriches all the plains below. 
Say, how he dy'd. 

u\%\\^ 



P^JEDRA AND HIPPOUTU& icjr 

, MESSENGER. 

He dy'd as Thefeus ought, 
In battle dy'd } Philotas, now a prifoner, 
That, ru fhing on, fought next his royal perfon, 
That &w his thundering arm beat fquadrons downy 
Saw the. great rival of Alcides fall- : *> 

Thefe eyes beheld his well-known deed, beheld 
A proud barbarian glittering in hi* arms,. 
Encumber' d with the fpoil. 

PHJEDRA. 

'. Is he then dead I 

Is my much-injur'd lord, my Thefeus, dead f 
And don't I (hed one tear upon his urn ! 
What, not a figh, a groan, a foft complaint ! 
Ah 1 thefe are tributes due from pious brides, 
From a chafte matron, and a virtuous wife 1 / ■ .• 
But favage Love, the tyrant of my heart, 
Claims all my forrows, and ufurps my grief* 

LYCON* 

Difmifs that grief, and give a loofe to- joy r 
He 's dead, the bar of all your blifs is dead 3 
Live then, my Queen, forget the wrinkled Thefeus* * 
And take the youthful hero to your arms, 

PHJEDRA. 

I dare not now admit of fuch a thought, 
And blefsM be Heaven, that fteel'd ray ft ubborn hearty 
That made me Jhun the bridal bed of Thefeus*. 
And give him empire, but refufe him love. 

LYCON. 

Then may his- happier fon be b\eft*& vrVL\i\Ka&wv 
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Then rouze your foul, and omftcr all your charmi, 
Sooth his ambitious mind with thirft of empire, 
And all his tender thoughts wkh ibft allurtaeftti, 
phjedra. 
But mould the youth refufe my proffer'd love! 

mould he throw me from his loathing arms! 

1 fear the trial $ for I know Hippolitus 
Fierce in the right, and obftinately good s 
When round beiet, his virtue, like a flood, 
freaks with refiftlefs force th' oppofing dams, 
And bears the mounds along 5 they 're hurry'd on, 
And fweil the torrent they were raised to ftop. 

; i dare not yet reJfolve, I '11 try to live, 
And to the awful gods I Ml leave the reft* 

LYCON. 

Madam, your iignet, that your (lave may order 
"What 's moft convenient for your royal fervice. 

PH/EDRA. 

Take it, and with it take the fate of Phaedra i 

And thou, O Venus, aid a fuppliant Queen, 

That owns thy triumphs, and adores thy power* 

O fpare thy captives, and fubdue thy foes. 

On this cold Scythian let thy power be known, 

And in a lover's caufe affert thy own ; 

Then Crete, as Paphos, mall adore thy (hrine j 

This nurfe of Jove with grateful fires mall thine, 

And with thy father's flames fhall worfliip thine. 

[Exit Phaedra, &* 
LYCOnfolus. 

If (he propofes love, why then as furely 

His b*ughty foul ref ufea k N«\)b forex^— * 

t ^ 



\ 



PHJEDJRA AND HIFPOLITUS. in 

■ i Say I confine him I— If (he dies he's fefe 5 
And if (he lives, I '11 woik ber raging iriind. 
A woman fcorn'd, with eafe I *11 work to vengeances 
With humble, fawning, wife, obfequious arts, 
*-I '11 rule the whirl and tranfport of her foul j 
Then, what her rcafon hate*,-her ra ge may *&• 
When barks glide dowry through the lazy main* 
'The baffled pilots turn the helms in vain ; 
-When driven by winds, they cut the foamy way, 
•The rudders govern, and the nips obey. [£*#• 

THE END OF THE FIRST ACT* 
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i-EmUr rujEDR a, xycon, and ismbna* 
-i Enter MESSEHGER. 

MESSENGER, 

MAdam, the Prince Hippolitus attends* 
PHJEDRA. 

Admit him : Where, where- Phaedra 's now thy foul? 

* What- Shall I fpeak ? And /hall my guilty tongue 

i X*et this infulting victor know his power ? 

Or (hall I ftill confine within my breaft 
My reftlef* paJBons and devouring flames ? 

v But fee he comesj the lovely tyrant come*.—— 

-- He rufhes on me like a blaze of light, 
I cannot bear the tranfport of his presence, 

* Sut Jink opprefs'd with woe* \Sn»*ons * 
« • -£*tfi 
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. Enter Hippolitus. 

i HIPPOLITUS. 

Immortal god* ! 
What have I done to raife fuch ftrange abhorrence r 
What have I done to ihake her flirinking nature 
Wkh my approach, and kill her with my fight?. 

LYCON. 

Alas, another grief devours her foul, 
And only your ailiftance can relieve her» 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Hah ! Make it known, that I may fly- and a jd j^ 

LYCON. 

But promife flrft, my lord, to keep it fecret. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Promife ! I fwear, on this good fword £ fwaar, 
This fword, which firft gain'd youthful Thefeus honour * 
Which oft has puniflfd perjury and falfehood j 
By thundering Jove> by Grecian Hercules, 
By the majeftic form of godlike heroes, 
That mine around, and confecrate the fteel. j 
No racks, no (hame, (hall ever force it from me*. 

PHJEDRA.. 

Hippolitus ! 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Yes, 'tis that wretch who begs you to difinifs. 
This hated object frcin your eyes for ever. 
Begs leave to march again ft the foes of Theftus*. 
And to revenge or (hare his father's fate* 

' BBADHU 
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PHJEDRA. 

Oh, Hippolitus ! 
I own I Ve wrong'd you, moft unjuftly wrong'd you, 
Drove you from court, from Crete, and from your fa- 
ther j 
The court, all Crete, deplor'd their fuffering hero, 
And I (the fad occafion) moft of all. 
Yet could you know relenting Phaedra's foul, 
Oh could you think with what reluctant grief 
I wrong'd the hero, whom I wifh'd to chtrifh ! 
Oh ! you 'd confefs me wretched,. not unkind, 
And .own thofe ills did moft defer ve your pity, 
Which moft procured your hate. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

My hate, to Phsedra ? 
Ha 1 could. Lhate the royal fpoufe of Thefeus, 
My queen, my mother.? 

PHJECRA.. 

Why your queen and mother r 
More humble titles fuit my loft condition. 
Alas ! the iron hand of death is on me, 
And I have only time t* implore your pardon. 
Ah ! would my lord forget injurious Phaedra, 
And with companion view her helplefs orphan ! 
Would he receive him to his dear protection, . 
Defend his youth from all encroaching foes ! 

HIPPOLITUS.. 

Oh, I '11 defend "him 1 with my life defend him ! 
Heavens dart your judgments on this faithlefs head. 
If I don't pay him. all a Havens obedience, 

I P*N^ 
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And all a father's love. 

PHJEMLA. 

A father's love ! 
Oh doubtful founds! oh vain deceitful hopes ! 
My grief *s much eas'd by this tranfcending goodnds* 
And Thefeus* death fits lighter on my foul * 
Death ? He 's not dead ! he lives, he breathes, he fpeak% 
He lives in you, he 's prefent to my eyes, 
I fee him, fpeak to him.— My heart ! I rave 
And all my folly 's known. 

HTPPOLITV3. 

Oh! glorious folly ! 
See Thefeus, fee, how much your Phaedra lov'd yon* 

PH.SDRA. 

Love him, indeed ! dote, langui(h, die for him, 
Forfake my food, my fleep, all joys for Thefeus, 
(But not that hoary venerable Thefeus) 
But Thefeus, as he was, when mantling blood, 
GlowM in his lovely cheeks 5 when his bright eyes 
Sparkled with youthful fires } when every grace 
Shone in the father, which now crowns the Ton | 
When Thefeus was Hippolitus. 

HIPPOLITVS. 

Ha ! Amazement ftrikes met 
Where will this end? 

LVCOK. 
Is *t difficult to guefst 
Does not her flying palenefs that but now 
Sat cold and languid in her fading cheek, 
(Where now fucceeds a momentary luftre,} 

3 Does 
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Does not' her bearing heart, 'her trehil>lin£ limbs, 
Her wiftiing looks, "her fpeech, her prefent filencc, 
Ally all proclaim imperial Phaedra loves you. t 

HlPPbLIT^S. 

What do I fear ? Wlyit, does no lightning flaih, 
No thunder bellow, when fuch mohftrous crimes, 
Are own'd, avow'd, confeft? All- feeing fiin I 
Hide, hide in (hameful night, thy beamy head, 
And ceafe to view the horrors of thy race* 
Alas ! I (hare th* amazing guilt ; thefe eyes, 
That firft infpir'd the black inceftuous flame, 
Thefe ears, that heard the tale of impious love, 
Are all accurs'd, and all deferve your thuader. 
PRADRA. 

Alas I my lord, believe me not fo vile. 
No : by thy goddefs, by the chafte Diana, 
None but my firft, my much lov'd lord Arfamnes, 
Was e'er receiv'd in thefe unhappy arms. 
No ! for the love of thee, of thofe dear charms. 
Which now I fee are ddbm'd to be my ruin; 
I ftill deny'd my lord, my hufband Thefeus, 
The chafte, the modeftjoys of fpotlefs marriage ; 
That drove him hence to war, to ftormy feas, 
To rocks and waves lefs cruel than his Phaedra. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

If that drove Thefeus hence, then that kilPd Thefeus, 
And cruel Phaedra killM her huiband Thefeus; 

PHJEDKA. 

Forbear, ram youth, toor dare to rouze my vengeance [ 
You need not urge, nor tempt my fuelling rage 
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With black reproaches, fcorn, and provocation, 
To do a deed my reafon would abhor. 
Long has the fecret ftruggled in my breaft, 
Long has it rack'd and rent my tortur'd bofom j 
But now 'tis out.. Shame, rage, confufion, tear 
And drive me on to aft unheard-of crimes, 
To murder thee, myfelf, and all that know it. 
As when convulsions cleave the labouring earthy 
Before the difmal yawn appears, the ground 
Trembles and heaves, the nodding houfes cra(h j 
He 's fafe, who from the dreadful warning flics, 
But he that fees its opening bofom, dies. ' r&g 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Then let me take the warning and retire j 
I M rather truft the rough Ionian waves, 
Than woman's fiercer rage. 

[i s m e n a Jbews her/elf^ Uflemii 

LYCON. 

Alas ! my Lord, 
You mull not leave the queen to her defpair.. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Muft not ? From thee ? From that vile upftartLyco 

LYCON. 

Yes : From that Lycon who derives his greatnefs 
From Phjedra's race, and now would guard her life. 
Then, Sir, forbear, and view this royal fignet,. 
And in her faithful (lave obey the queen. 

[Enter Guard 
Guards, watch the prince, but at that awful, diftancej 
With that refpe&j it may not feem confinement, 

Bt 
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But only meant for honour, 

HIPPOLITUS. 

So, confinement is 
The honour Crete berfows on Thefeus* fon. 
Am I confin'd ? And is 't fo foon forgot, 
When fierce Procruftes' arms o'er-ran yonr kingdom ? 
When your ftreets echo'd with the cries of orphans, 
Your Ihricking maids clung round the hallow'd (hrines* 
When all your palaces and lofty towers 
Smok'd on the earth, when the red iky around 
Glow'd with your city's flames (a dreadful luftre) : 
Then, then my father flew to your affiftance ; 
Then Thefeus fav'd your lives, eftates, and honours, 
And do you thus reward the hero's toil ? . 
And do you now confine the hero's fon ? 

LYCON. 

Take not an eafy ihort confinement ill, 
Which your own fafety and the queen's requires 5 
But fear not aught from one that joys to ferve you* 

HIPPOLITUS. 

O, I difdain thee, traitor, but not fear thee, 
Nor will I hear of fervices from Lycon. 
Thy very looks are lies, eternal falfehood 
Smiles in thy lips and flatters in thy eyes j 
Ev'n in thy humble face I read my ruin, 
In every cringing bow and fawning (mile : 
Why elfe d' you whifper out your dark fufpiciont f 
Why with malignant elogies encreafe 
The people's fears, and praife me to my ruliv* 

I j V*Vi 
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Why through the troubled ftreets of frighted GnoflTus 
Do bucklers, helms, and polled armour* blase ? 
Why founds the dreadful din of inftant war ? 
Whilft ftill the foe *s unknown. # 

LYCON. 
Then quit thy arts. 
Put off the ftatefman and refume the judge. 
Thou Proteus, fhift thy various forms no more. 
But boldly own the God. \ A/ide.— 
That foe 's too near, [To Hipf 

The queen's difeafe, and your afpiring mind, 
Diiturb all Crete, and give a loofe to war. 

HIPPOL1TUS. 

Gods ! Dares he fpeak thus to a monarch** fon ? 
And muft this earth-born (lave command in Crete } 
Was it for this my god-like father fought ? 
Did Thcfcus bleed for Lycon ? O ye Cretans, 
Se.e there your king, the fucceffor of Minos* 
And he.r of Jove. 

LYCON. 

You may as well provoke 
That Jove you worfhip, as this flave you fcorn. 
Go fei*e Alcmaeon, Nicias, and all 
The black abettors of his impious treafon. 
Now o'er thy head th* avenging thunder rolls, x 
For know, on me depends thy inftant doom. 
Then learn (proud prince) to bend thy haughty (bid* 
And if thou think'ft of life, obey the queen* 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Then free from fear or guilt I '11 wait my doom t 

Wha 
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What e'er *s my fault, no (tain mall blot my glory* 
£ "11 guard my honour, you difpofe my life; 

[Exeunt Lye. &f CrtU 
Since he dares brave my rage, the danger's near. 
The timorous' hounds that hunt the generous lion. 
Bay afar off, and tremble in purfuit j 
But when he ftruggles in th' entangling toils, 
Infuit the dying prey.— -'Tis kindly; done, Ifiaenav 

[Ifm. enters* 
With all your charms to vifit my diftre^s 5 
Soften my chains, and make: confinement eafy. 
Is it then gjven me ta behold thy beauties^ 
Thofe blu&mg fweets, . thofe lovely, loving eyes I 
To prcfs, to ibrain thee to my beating heart,. 
And grow thus to my love ! What *s liberty to this ? 
What 's fame or greatnefs * Take them, take them, 

Phaedra,. 
Freedom and fame, and in the dear confinement: 
Enclofe me thus for ever; 

ISM£NAf 

OHappolifcurl 
O I could ever -dwell in*lu6-«onfaein*nt ! 
Nor wifh . f pc aagbt *while :I behold* my lord $.. 
But yet that wi(h»ih»t only with is vain. 
When my hard fate thus forces me to beg you, 
Drive froftvytlfe God-dike foul a wretched maid.; 
Take to your aw**.; ( a/Bit roe* heaven to {peak i;)/ 
Take to your arms imperial Phaedra, 
And thiol^pf fna«erinp«e< 
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HIPPOUTUS. 

Not think of thee ? 
What ! part, for ever part ? Unkind Ifmena : 
Oh ! can you think that death is half fo dreadful, 
As it would be to live, aad live without thee ? 
Say, mould I quit thee, mould I turn to Phaedra, 
Say, could'ft thou bear it ? Could thy tender foal 
Endure the torment of defpairing love, 
And fee me fettled in a rival's arms ? 
ismena. 
Think not of me : perhaps my equal mind 
May learn to bear the fate the gods allot me. 
Yet would you hear me 5 could your lovM Ifmena 
With all her charms o'er-rule your Allien honour. 
You yet might live, nor leave the poor Ifmena. 

KIPPOLITUS. 

.Speak, if I can, I *m -ready to obey. 

ISMENA, 

Give the queen hopes. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

No more.— My foul difdains it. 
No, ftiou'd I try, my haughty foul would fwell j 
Sharpen each word, and threaten in my eyes. 
O ! mould I ftoop to cringe, to lye, forfwear ? 
Dcferve the ruin which I ftrive to fhun ? 

ISMENA, 

O, I can't bear this cold contempt of death 1 
This rigid virtue, that prefers your glory 
To liberty or life. O cruel man ! 
By thefe fad fighs, by thefe poor ftreaminjt eyes. 

By 
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By that dear love that makes us now unhappy. 
By the near danger of that precious life, 
•Heaven knows I value much above my own. . 
"What I Not yet mov'd ? Are you refolv'd on death? 
Then, ere tis night, I fwear by all the powers. 
This fteel /hall end my fears and life together. 

HJPPOLITUS. 

You (han't be trufted with a life fo precious. 
No, to the -court I '11 publifb your defign, 
•Ev*n bloody Lycon will .prevent your fate 5 
Lycon /hall wrench the dagger from your bofom, 
And raving Phaedra will .preferve Ifmena. 

ISMENA. 

Phaedra ! Come on, I ^ll lead you on to Phaedra; 
I Ml 'ten her all the fecrets of our love, 
Give to her rage her clofe deftruclive rival $ 
Her rival fure will fall, her love may fave you. 
•Come fee me labour in the pangs of death, 
My agonizing limbs, my dying eyes, 
Joying, yet fixt in death on my Hippo litus* 

HIPPOLITUS. 

What 's your defign ? Ye powers ! what means my 
love ? 

ISMENA. 

She means to lead you in the road of fate* 
She means to die with one (he can't preferve. 
Vet when you fee me pale upon the earth, 
This once lov'd form grown horrible in death, 
rSore your relenting foul would wiih.you'd fav'd me* 
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HIPP0LITU8. 

Oh ! I *11 do all, do any thing to fave you, 
Give up my. fame and all my darling honour : 
I *11 run, I '11 fly j what you '11 command I *1I fay* 

ISMENA. 

Say, what oceaiion, chance, or Heaven infpires : 
Say, that you love her, that you lov'd her long ; 
Say, that you '11 wed her, fay that you Ml comply; 
Say, to preferve your life, fiy any thing. [Exit Hifr. 
Blefs him, ye powers ' and if it be a crime. 
Oh 1 if the pious fraud offend- your juftice, 
Aim all your vengeance on lfmena's head ^ 
Punifh Ifmena, but forgive Hippolitus. 
He's gone, and now my brave refolves are ftagger'd, , 
Now 1 repent, like fome defpairing wretch. 
That boldly plunges in the frightful deep, 
Then pants, and ftruggles with the whirling wares j 
And catches every (lender reed to fave him* 

CHO. 

But mould he do what your commands enjoinM.hiffl* 
Say, fliould he wed her ? 

ISMENA* 

Should he wed the queen ! 
Oh ! I 'd remember, that 'twas my reqneft. 
And die well pleas' d I made the hero happy. 

CHO. 

Die ! does Ifmena then refolve to die? 

ISMENA. 

Can I then live ? Can I,. who lov'd fo well 
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*o part with all my blifs to, fayp.my lover ? 
>h ! can Mrag; a wrenched life without hjity 
ind fee another revel in his arms ? 
>h ! His in death alone I can have comfort { 

EttterLYCOS. 

LYCQN. 

What.areverfe is this t Perfidious boy, 
» this thy. truth ? Is this thy boafted honour * > 
"hen all tare rogues alike-: I. never thought 
ut one man honeft, and that one deceives me. [Afidt* 
fmena here ! — — 

Tis all agreed, and -now the prince is fefe 
rom the Aire vengeance of defpairing love, 
low Phaedra'* rage is chang'd to foft endearments* 
he doats, me dies 5 and few, but tedious days, 
Vith endlefs joys will crown the happy pair. 

ISMENA. 

Does he then wed the queen ? 

LYCON. 

At leaf* I think. fc. 
, when, the prince. approached* not far. retir'd 
'ale with my doubts.: he fpoke $ th'. attentive, queen, 
)welt on his accents, and her gloomy eyes, 
paroled with gentler fires : he blowing bow^d, . 
he trembling, loft, in loy.e y with foft confufion. 
teceiv'd his paipon^ and ceturaM her own.: 
rheafmiling turned tame, and bid -roe order. 
The pompous rites of, her enfuing nuptials, 
Vhich, I rouflyiow purfue^ Farwei^foeiwu \Etefe-* 
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Enter Hippolitus. 

HIPPOLITUS, 

Why hangs that cloudy forrow on your brow ? 
Why do you figh ? Why flow your fwelling eyes, 
Thofe eyes that us'd with joy to view Hippolitus ? 

ISMENA. 

My lord, my foul is charm M with your fuecefs y 
You know, my lord, my fears are but for you, 
For your dear life ; and fince my death alone 
Can make you fafe, that foon (hall make you happy. 
Yet had you brought lefs love to Phaedra's arms, 
My foul had parted with a lefs regret, 
Bleft if furviving in your dear remembrance* 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Your death ! My love ! My marriage ! And to 
Phaidra! 
Hear me, lfmena. ! 

ISMENA.. 

No, I dare not hear you. 
But though you *ve been thus cruelly unkind, 
Though you have left me for the royal Phaedra, 
Yet ftill my foul o'er- runs with fondnefs tVards you j 
Yet ftill I die with joy to fave Hippolitus. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Die to fave me ! Gould I outlive lfmena ! • 

ISMENA. 

Yes, you 'd outlive her in your Phaedra's arms, 
And may you there find every blooming pleafure j 
Oh, may the gods fliower blefllngs on thy Vit*<\\ 
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May the gods crown thy glorious arms with conqucft, 
And all thy peaceful days with fure repofe ! 
May'ft thou be bleft with lovely Phaedra's charms, 
And for thy eafe forget the loft Ifinena I 
Farewel, Hippolitus. 

hippolitus. 

Ifmena, ftay, 
Stay, hear me fpeak, or by th* infernal powers 
I '11 not furvive the minute you depart. 

ISMENA. 

What would you fay ? Ah ! don't deceive my *esb 
nefs. 

HIPPOLITTf*. 
Deceive thee ! Why, Jfmena, do you wrong me? 
Why doubt my faith ? O lovely, cruel maid I 
yrhy wound my tender lbul with harfh fufpicion ! 
Oh ! by thofe charming eyes, by thy dear love, 
I neither thought nor fpoke, defign'd nor promised 
To love, or wed the queen. 

ISMENA. 

Speak on, my lord, 
My honeft foul inclines me to believe thee ; 
And much I fear, and much I hope f ve wrong*d thee. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Then thus* I came and fpake, but fcarce of love; 
The eafy queen receiv'd my faint addrefs 
With eager hope and unfufpicious faith. ! 
Lycon with feeming joy difmifs'd my guards, 
My generous foul difdain'd the mean deceit, 
But ftill deceived her to obey Minena. 

IftUINA. 



I 
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rt thou then true? Thon art. ©h,>pardonnio, 
on the errors of a filly maicl, 
1 with'herfearsy and mad with jealoufy; 
ftill that fear, (hat jealoufy, was love. 
e thtn, my lord, and fave yourfelf by flight ; 
when you 're abfent, When your god-like form 
I ceafe to chearVorlorn Kmena's eyes, 
i let each day, each hour, each minute, bring 
; kind remembrance of your conftant ! k>ve$ 
k of your health, your fortune, and your friends 
ftlre^hofe^rientis mall have my tendereft wiihe&fc 
It much of aH$ bot of thy dear, dear love, 
c much* tpeak very much, and ftill fpeak on. 

UIPPOWTUS. 

i ! thy efear lovettnll ever hie my theme, 

lat alone I "H talk the live-long day ; 

thus 1 '11 talk, thfts dwelling in thy eyes, 

ng die odours of thy fragrant bofom. 

t then *o ctfowA me with immortal joys, 

:, be the kmd companion of my flight, 

i hafte with me to leave this fatal more. 

baft Wore pfepar'd for my departure 

8s its freight, a hunted lufty rowers 

wav'd thekfinewy arms, and call'd Hippotihfef 

loofen'd canvat trembles wfch the wind, 

the'ifea whitens with aufpicious gales. 

tSMBNA. 

then, my lord, and may the gods protect thee* 
*re infidiws Lycon work thy rum 4 
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I offer to your rage this worthless life, 
Since 'tis no longer my Ifmena's care* 

ISMENA. 

O ! hafte away,, my lord; I go, I fly 
Through all the dangers of the boifterous deep. 
When the wind whittles through, the crackling malls, 
When through the yawning fhip the. foaming fea 
Rowls bubbling in j then, then I'll clafp thee fad* 
And in tranfporting lore forget my fear. 
Oh ! I will wander through the Scythian gloom, 
O'er ice, and hills of eve'rlafting fnow : 
There, when the horrid darknefs fhall enelefe ns, 
When the bleak wind mall chill my fhivering limbs* 
Thou (halt alone fupply the dHbmt fun, 
And chear my gazing eyes, and warm my heart. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

. Cpme, let's away, and like another Jafon 
I'll bear my beauteous conqueft through the feas : 
A greater treafure, and a nobler prize 
Than he from Colchos bore. Sleep, fleep in peace* 
Ye mbnfters of the woods, on Ida's top 
Securely roam 5 no nwe, iny- early- horn 
Shall wake the lazy day. Tranfporting love 
Reign* ia my beast, and makes me all it* ow«* 
So when bright Venus yielded up h*r chat me*, 
Tht Weft Adorns languiro'd in hep awrcj. 
HfsidU' horn on fragraa* myrtlss hung, 
His arrows ftatfeer'd* and his bow unftrwg • 
Obfcuro in coverts lye his dreaming bp*ncW> , 
And bay the fancy'd boar w&h; feeble* foH*<&« 
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For nobler (ports he quits the favage fi» 
And all the hero to the lover yields. 

THE END OF THE SECOND AC1 



ACT III. 

Enter Lycon. 

LYCON. 

HEAVEN is at lad appeas'd : the pitying i 
Have heard our wifhes, and aufpicious Jc 
Smiles on his native iflej for Phaedra lives, 
Reftor'd to Crete, and to herfclf, me lives j 
Joy with frefh ftrength infpires her drooping liml 
Revives her charms, and o'er her faded cheeks 
Spreads a frem rofy bloom, as kindly iprings 
With genial heat renew the frozen earth, 
And paint its fmiling face with gaudy flowers. 
But fee (he comes, the beauteous Phaedra comes. 

Enter Phjedka. 

tow her eyes fparkle ! How their radiant beams 
oufefs their fhining anceftor the fun 1 
wr charms to-day will wound defpairing crowd 
\d give the pains you fufter'd t Nay, Hippolitus 
e fierce, the brave, th* infenfible Hippolitus 
U pay a willing homage to your beauty, 
in his turn adore— 
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PHJEDRA. 

'Tis flattery all j 
Yet when you name the prince, that flattery's pleafing. 
You with it fo, poor good old man, you with it. 
The fertile province of Cydonia *s thine; ■ ■ 
Is there aught elfe ? Has happy Phaedra aught, 
In the wide circle of her far-ftretch'd empire? 
Afk, take, my friend, fectfre of no repulfe? 
Let fpacious Crete through all her hundred cities 
Kefound her Phaedra's joy* Let altars fmoke, 
And richeft gums, and fpice, and incenfe, roll 
Their fragrant wreaths to Heaven, to pitying Heavea, 
Which gives Hippolitus to- Phaedra's Jttrms. ' 
S<t all at large, and bid the loathfome dungeons 
Give up the meagre flares that pine in darknefs, 
And walk in grief, as did defpairing Phaedra s. 
Let them be chear'd, let the ftarv'd prifoners riot, 
And glow with generous wine.— —Let forrow ceafe. 
Let none be wretched, none, fince Phaedra *s happy. 
But now he comes,, and with an equal paflion 
Rewards my flame, and fprings into my arms t 

Enter Mejfenger. 
Say, where's the prince ? 

MESSENGER. 

He's no where to be fouad. 

PHJEDRA. 

Perhaps he hunts* 

MESSENGER. 

He hunted not to-faq . 
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PHJfeBRA. 

Ha! Have you fcwrclFdthe walks, the courts! the 
temples? 

MB53ENOEK. 

Search'd all in- vain. 

PHJEMfrA; 

Did He not hunt to-day * 
Alas ! you told" me once before- he dW not : 
My heart mi {gives rac. 

EYCON. 

So indeed doth mine. 

Pft'/EDRA. 

Could he deceive me ? Could that god- lik« youth 
J)efign'the ruin of a queen that loves him ? 
Oh ! he's all trutfv, his words, his looks, his eyes, 
Open to view his inmoft thoughts-.— He comes I 
Ha ! Who art thou ? Whence conVft thou ? Where's 
Hippoirtus ? 

MESSENGER'. 

Madam, Hippolitus with fair Ifarcna/ 
Drove toward the port-^— 

PHAEDRA.. 

With fair Ifmena ! 
Curs'd be her cruel beauty, curft her charms, 
Curft all her foothing, fatal, falfe endearments* 
That heavenly virgin, drat exalted goodnefs 
Could fee me tortur'd with defpairing love, 
With artful tears could mourn my raonftrous fbjfcriags, 
While hpr bale malice- plotted my deftru&ion. 
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XYXON. 

A thoufand reafoms crou4 -open raj fouj, 
That evidence their love. 

ph^dha. 

Yw, yea, they lave j 
Why elfe fhould he refiiie.my profferd bed > 
Why ihould one wana'd with youth, and-thiril of 

glory, 
Difdain a foul, a form, a crown like mine? 

LYCOK* 

Where, Lycon, where was then thy boafted cunning? 
Dull, thoughtlefs wretch ! 

PHJEDR.A. 

O pains unfelt before 1 
The grief, defpair, the agonies, and pangs., 
All the wild fury of di&ra&cd love, 
Are nought to this.— —Say, famous politician, 
Where, when, and how, did their firft paifion rife ? . 
Where did they breathe their fighs f What fliady groves ? 
What gloomy woods, conceaTd their hidden loves ? 
Alas ! they hid it not, the well-pleas'd fun 
- With all his beams furvey'4 their guiltlefs flame ; 
Clad Zephyrs wafted their untainted fighs, 
And Ida echo'd their endearing accents. 
While I, the ihame of nature, hid in darknefs, 
Far from the balmy air and chearfng light, 
Preft down my fighs, and dry'd my falling tears ; 
Searcht a retreat to mourn, and watchtlo grieve. 
LYCON. 

,Now ccafe that grief, and let your \hI\ui*^\on^ 
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Contrive due vengeance ; let majeftic Phxdra, 
That lov'd the hero, facrifice the villain. 
Then hafte, fend forth your minifters of vengeance* 
To fnatch the traitor from your rival's arms, 
And force him trembling to your awful prefence, 

PHJEDRA. 

O rightly thought! — Difpatch th* attending guard*, 
Bid them bring forth their inftruments of death j 
Darts, engines, flames, and launch into the deep, 
And hurl fwift vengeance on the pcrjur'd (lave. 
Where am I, gods ? What is't my rage commands ? 
Ev'n now he's gone ? Ev'n now the well-tinf d oart 
With founding ftrokes divide the fparkling waves. 
And happy gales aflift their fpeedy flight. 
Now they embrace, and ardent love enflames 
Their flufhing cheeks, and trembles in their eyes. 
Now they expofe my weaknefs and my crimes : 
Now to the fporting crowd they tell my follies. 

Enter Cratander. 

CRATANDER. 

Sir, as I went to feize the perfons ordered 
' met the prince, and with him fair Ifmena $ 
feiz'd the prince, who now attends without* 

PHJEDRA. 

Hafte, bring him in. 

LYCON. 

Be quick, and feize Ifmena* 

Enter 
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Enter Hippolitus, 

PH-ffiDRA. 

Couldft thou deceive me ? Could a fon of Thefeui 
Stoop to fo mean, fo bafe a vice as fraud ? 
Nay, aft fuch monftrous perfidy, yet ftart 
From promised love ? 

HIPPOLITUS. 

My foul difdainM a promife. 

PHiEDRA. 

Bxit yet your falfe equivocating tongue, 
Your looks, your eyes, your every motion promised* 
But you are ripe in frauds, and learn'd in falflioods. 
Look down, O Thefeus, and behold thy fon, 
As Sciron faithlefs, as Procruftes cruel. 
Behold the crimes, the tyrants, all the monfters, 
From which thy valour purg'd the groaning earth : 
Behold them all in thy own fon revivM. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Touch not my glory, left- you ftain your own j 
I ftill have ftrove to make my glorious father 
Blufh, yet rejoice to fee himfelf outdone ; 
To mix my parents in my lineal virtues, 
As Thefeus juft, and as Camilla chafte. 

PHJEDRA. 

The godlike Thefeus never was thy parent. 
No, 'twas fome monthly Cappadocran drudge, 
Obedient to the fcourge, and beaten to her arms, 
Begot thee, traitor, on the chafte Camilla. 
Camilla cbafte t An Amazon and cta&%\ 
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That quits her fex, and yet retains her virtue. 
See the chafte matron mount the neighing fteed ; 
In ttrifl embraces lock the draggling warrior, 
And chotfe the lover in the fturdy foe. 

Enter Messenger, andfeems to talk earnefiljwtik 
Lycow. 

. hippohtus. 
No ; me refus'd the vows of godlike Thefeus, 
And chofe to Hand his arms, not meet his love; 
And doubtful was the fight. The wide ThermodooA 
Heard the huge ftrokes refound, its frighted waves 
Conveyed the rattling din to diftant ftiores, 
W hi lft (lie alone fupported all his war: 
Nor till (he funk beneath his thundering arm, 
Beneath which, warlike nations bow'd, would yield 
To honeft wiih'd for love. 

PHADRA. 

Not fo her fon 5 
Who boldly ventures on forbidden flames, 
On one descended from the cruel Pallas, 
Foe to thy father's perfon and his blood ; 
Hated by him, of kindred yet more hated, 
The laft of all the wicked race he ruin'd. 
In vain a fierce fucceflive hatred reign'd 
Between your fires : in vain, like Cadmus' race, 
With mingled blood they dy'd the bluUiing t4«h« 

HIPPOLITUS. 

In vain indeed, fince now the war is o'erj. 
We, like the Theban race, agree to love, 
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And by our mutual -flame* and future ©Spring, 
Atone for flaughtor paft. 

PHJED-RA. 

Your suture offspring. 
Heavens ! What a ntediy's this ? What dark confuton* 
Of blood and death, of mutator and relation ? 
What joy V had been to old di&bled The&as, 
When he fhould take thy •ftspriag in hk anas? 
Ev'n in his arms to hold an infant .Pallas, 
And he upbraided with his grandufe'a fate* 
Oh barbarous youth I 

LYOON. 

Too barbarous I fear* 
Perhaps even now his &&iofr*s wp in arms, 
Since waving crowds roll onwards tew'rds the'palaee* 
And rend the city with tumultuous clamours ! 
Perhaps to murder Phsedra and her fon, 
And give the crown to him and (his Ifraena : 
But r 1L prevent it. [£x/r Lyctau 

Is men a brought?*. 

FH^SDRA. 

What! the kind Ifmena 
That nursM toe, watch'd my ficknefs ! Oh we watch* 4 

me, 
As ravenous vultures watch the dying lion, 
To tear histieart, and riot in his blood. 
Hark I Hark, my little infant cries For jufflce! 
Oh I be< appeased my babe, thou malt have ya&ke* 
Now all the-tphrrts of my god-ttfce *ax* 
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Enflamc my foul, and urge me on to vengeance* 

Aria nines, Minos, Jove, th* avenging fan, 

lnfpire my fury, and demand my juAice. I ] 

Oh t ye fliall have it j thou, Minos, (halt applaud it J ; 1 

Yes thou Uialt copy it in their pains below. 

(.lolls of revenge, ariie.— He comes ! He comes I 

And (Loots hi mfclf through all my kindling blood. 

1 have it here.—- Now bafe perfidious wretch , 

Now iigh, and weep, and tremble in thy turn. 

Yes, your 1 linen a mall appeafe my vengeance* 

I fine nil dies : And thou her pitying lover 

Eoom'dft her to death.— Thou too malt fee her bleed; 

See her convulfive pangs, and hear her dying groans i 

Go, glut thy eyes with thy ador'd Ifmena, 

j^nd laugh ut dying Phaedra ! 

HirPOLITUS. 

Ph Ifmena t 

ISMENA. 

, Alas ! My tender foul would fhrink at death, 
Shake with its fears, and fink beneath its pains, 

In any caufe but this. But now I 'ni ftcel'd, 

And the near danger lefTens to my fight. 
Now, if I live, 'tis only for Hippolitus, 
And with an equal joy I Ml die to fave hinu 
Yes, for his fake I '11 go a willing made, 
And wait his coming in th' Elyfian fields, 
And there enquire of each defcending ghoft 
Of my lov'd hero's welfare, life, and honour. 
That dear remembrance will improve the blifs ; 
Add to th 1 Elyfian joys, and make that Heaven 
happy. 
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HIPPOLITUS. 

Oh heavenly virgin ! [Afide.Ti—O imperial Phaedra, 
Let your rage fall on this devoted head j 
But fpare, oh ! fpare a guiltlefs virgin's lifej 
Think of her youth, her innocence, her virtue ; 
Think, with what warm companion (he bemoan'd you 5 
Think, how (he ferv'd and watch'd you in your fick- 

nefs ! 
How ev'ry rifing and defcending fun 
Saw kind Ifmena watching o'er the queen. 
I only promised, I alone deceiv'd you 5 
And I, and only I, fhould feel your juftice. 

ISMEtfA. 

Oh ! by thofe powers, to whom I foon muft anfwer 
For all my faults, by that bright arch of Heaven 
I now laft fee, I wrought him by my wiles, 
By tears, by threats, by every female art, 
"Wrought his difdaining foul to falfe compliance* 
The fon of Thefeus could not think of fraud, 
*Twas woman all* 

PHJBDRA. 

I fee 'twas woman all. 
And woman's fraud mould meet with woman's veil* 

geance. 
But yet thy courage, truth, and virtue fhock me ; 
A love fo warm, fo firm, fo like my own. 
Oh 1 had the gods fo pleas'd $ had bounteous Heaven 
Beftow'd Hippolitus on Phaedra's arms, 
So had I ftood the (hock of angry fate ; 
So had I given my life with joy to lave Yum, 
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HIPPOLIT-U*. 

And can you -does) ber death } Can Mmot* -daughter 
Condemn the virtue which her foul admire* * 
Are not you Phaedra ? Once thefcoaft of fame, 
Shame of our fcac, and pattern of your own. 

PHJEWIA. 

Am I that Phaedra? No. — - Another foul 
Informs my alter' d frame. Could elfe Ifmen* 
Provoke my hatred, yet deftrve my love f 
Aid me, ye .gods, fupportmy finking glory, 
Reftore my reafon, and confirm my virtue. 
Yet, is my rage unjuft ? Then, why was Phsedr* 
Refcued for torment, and preferv'd for pain ? 
Why did you raife me to the heighth of joy, 
Above the wreak of clouds and Aorms below, 
To dam and break me on the ground for ever ? 

ISMENA. 

Was it not time to urge him to compliance ? 
At leaft to feign it, when perfidious Lycon 
ConnVd his perfon, and confpir'd his 4eath. 

PH2EDR-A. 

Confined and doonf d to -death O cruel Lycon ? 

Could I have doom'd thy death ?;— Could thefe 61 

eyes 
That lov'd thee living e>r behold thee dead ? 
Yet thou could'ft fee me die without concern, 
Rather than fave a wretched queen from ruin. 
Elfe could you ehufe to truft the warring -winds, 
The fwelling waves, the rocks, the faitbleft {and*, 
Afld all tto'fiigiqg monftm tf the deep \ 



\ 
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Oh ! think you fee me on the naked Aleve, ' 
Thick how I fcream and tear my fcatter'd hair; 
Break from the embraces of my (hrieking maids, 
And harrow on the fanct my bleeding bofom : 
Then catth with wttfe-flretclTd arms the empty billowy 
'And headlong plunge into the gaping deep, 

HIPPOLITtrs. 

O, dffmal ftate f My bleeding heart relents, 
And <ril my thought* diflbhre in tendered pity. 

FHJEDRA. 

If yoti can pity, O ! refufe not lore 5 
But ftbop to rule in Crete, the feat of heroes, 
And nurfery of gods* — —A hundred cities 
Court thee for lord, where the rich bufy crouds 
Struggle fdr paflage through the fpacious ftreets f 
Where thoufand ftnpa o'erfliade the leffening mam, 
And tire the labouring wind. The fuppliant nation* 
Bow to its enfigns, and with lewer r d feik 
Confefs the ocean's queen. For thee alone 
The winds mall blow, and the vaft ocean roll. 
For thee alone the fem'd Cydonian warriors 
From twanging yews (hall lend thro fatal fkafW 
Hi^POfcrfirs. 

Then let me march their leader* not their prince 5 
And at the head of your fenewif d Cydonian 8, 
Brandim this far-fanfd fword of conquering Thefeus £ 
That i may make th' Egyptian tyrant's yoke- 
From Afia's neck, and fix it on his own j 
That willing nations may obey your raws, 
And your bright ancestor the ftm may feu* 

1 ..<>ti 
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On nought but Phaedra's empire* 

PHJEDRA. 

Why not thine ? 
Doft thou fo far deteft my proffered bed, 

. As to refufe my crown ? O, cruel youth I 

6y all the pain that wrings my tortur'd foul ! 
By all the dear deceitful hopes you gave me $ 
O ! cafe, at leaft once more delude, my forrows* 
For your dear, fake I *ve loft my darling honour $ 
For you, but now I gave my foul to death : 
For you I *d quit my crown, and ftoop beneath 
The happy bondage of an humble wife. 
With thee I *d climb the fteepy Ida's fummit. 
And in the fcorching heat and chilling dews* 
O'er hills, o'er vales, purfue the fliaggy lion 3 
Carelefs of danger and of wafting toil ; 
Of pinching hunger and impatient thirft 5 
I 'd find all joys in thee. 

H1PPOLITUS. 

Why (loops the quee* 
To afk, intreat, to fupplicate and pray* 
To proftitute her crown and fex's honour* 
To one whofe humble thoughts can only rife 
To be your (lave* not lord ? 

PHJEDRA. 

And is that all t 
Gods 1 Does he deign to force an artful groan ? 
Or call a tear from his unwilling eyes* 
Hard as his native rocks, cold as his fword* 
Fierce as the wolves that howl'd around his birth ? 
J* 1 ? hates the tyrant, and l\vt fa^*w& Ccorns. 

° 5 ^T^CWK 
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O Heaven ! O Minos ! O imperial Jove ! 
Do ye not blufli at my degenerate weaknefs t 
Hence lazy, mean, ignoble paflion, fly 5 
Hence from my fdul— i'Tis gone, Ttis fled for ever, 
And Heaven infpires my thoughts with righteoui 

vengeance. 
Thou /halt no more defpife.my offer'd lovej 
No more Ifmena* mall upbraid my weaknefs. 

• [Catches Hip. /word to fiab berfelf. 
Now all ye kindred gods look down and fee, 
How I *I1 revenge you, and myfelf, on Phaedra. 

Enter Lycon, and f natch es away the /word. 

tYCOtf. . . 
Horror on horror ! Thefeus is returned* 

PHAEDRA. 

Thefeus \ Then what have I to do with life ? 
May I be friatch'd with winds, by earth overwhelmed, 
Rather than view the face of injured Thefeus. 

Now wider ftjll my growing horrors fpread, 
My fame, my virtue, nay, my frenzy *s fled : 
Then view thy wretched blood, imperial Jove, 
If crimes enrage you, or misfortunes move* 
On me your flames, on me your bolts employ, 
Me if your anger fpares, your pity (hould deftroy. 

[Runs off. 

LYCON. 

Thk may do fervice yet. 

lExit Lycon, carries offtbej*word* 
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H1PP0MTU8. 

Is he returned ? Tkaaki to the pitying gedft* 
Shall I again behold \aa aweful eye* ? 
Again be folded in* hi* loving arm*? 
Yet in the miekt of joy I fear for FhadnL^ 
I fear his warmth and unrelenting jttftiaa* 
O ! fhould her raging paffion reach hit ears, 
His tender love, by anger fir'd^ wouktturn. 
X<> burning rage j as- foft Cydonian oil, 
Whofe balmy juice glides o'er th' untaftfeg teagut* 
Yet touch'd with fire, with hotted flame* waU b)axe> 
But oh ye powers I I fee his godlike form. 

extafy of joy t He comes, he comes t 
Is it my lord ? My father ? Oh 1 'tis he t 

1 fee him, touch him, feel his known embcaoety 
See all the father in his joyful eyes. 

Enter Theseus, <witb Qtbcru 

Where have you been, ray lord ? What angry demos 
Hid you from Crete ? From me ?— What god has fav'c 

you ? 
Did not Phi lotas fee you fall ? O anfwer me t 
And then I'll aft a thoufand queftions raorcw 

THESEUS. 

No : But to fave my life I feignM my death j 
My horft and well-known arms confirmed the tale, 
And hinder'd farther fearch. This honed Greek 
Conceal'd me in his houfe, and cur'dmy waandUj* 
Procured a veffel 5 and, to blefs me more, 
Jbcccngaay'd my flight, ■ 

But 
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Butthis at leifure. Let roe now indulge 
A -father's fondnefs } let me match thae thus ; 
Thus fold thee in my arms. Such, fuch, was I 

[Embraces Hippolitus. 
Wben firft I faw thy mother, chafte Camilla j 
And much ihe lov'd me. — Oh ! Did Ph&dra view me 

With half that fondnefs !- But (he *s ftill unkind} 

£lfe hafty joy had brought her to thefe arra«; 
To welcome me to liberty, to life } 
And make that life able/Ting^ Come, my fon>, 
Let us to Phaedra*. 

HtPPOLITUS; 

Pardon me, my lord. 

THESEUS. 

Forget her former treatment f me 's too gpoi 
Still to perfift in hatred to my fon. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

O! Let me fly from Crete,— —from you, [AJide. 
and Phaedra. 

thbseus. 

My fon, what means this turn ? this fudden ftart? 

Why would you fly from Crete, and from your father, r : 

HlPPOtlTUS. . 

Not from my father, but from lazy Crete j 
To follow danger, and. acquire renown : 
To quell the monfters that efcap'd your fword* , 
i^nd make the world confefs me Thefeus' fon. . . 

THESEUS. 

What can, this coldnefs mean ? Retire, my fotw, : 
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ACT IV. 

Enter Lrcon fihu* 

LYCOV. 

THIS may gain time till all my weaJtk % s cl 
bark'd, 
To ward my foes revenge, and finhk one, 
And (bake that empire which I cut pot* ft* 
But then the qn ce n S he diet— Why Icrfer dfc 
Let wide deftructton febe on all together. 
So Lycwlire.— — A-bft thamphant oniie, 
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Great in difgrace, and envy'd in hu fall. 

The queen !— then try thy art, and work fetr paffiont. 

Enter Phaedra and Attendants* 

Draw her to aft what mofther foul abhors, 
PoffeA her whole, and ipeak thyfelf in Phsednu . 

FHiBWLA. 

Off, let meloofe; why, cruel barbarous maids, 
Why am I barr'd from death, the common refuge 
That fpreads its hospitable arms for all r 
Why mutt I drag th' infofferable load 
Of foul di&oaour, and defpairing love t 
Oh 1 length of pain 1 Am I fo often dying, 
And yet not dead ? Feel I fo oft death's pangs, 
Nor once can find its eafe ? 

LYCOH. 

Would you now die > 
•Now quit the field to your infulting foe ? 
Then (hall he triumph o'er your blafted name s 
Ages to come, the univsrfe, mall learn 
The wide immortal infamy of Phsedra : 
And the poor babe, the idol of your foul, 
The lovely image of your dear dead lord, 
Shall be upbraided with his mother's crimes j 
"Shall bear your fliame, wall fink beneath your faults $ 
Inherit your difgrace, but not your crown. 

FHJBPAA. 

Muft he too fall, involved in my deftruclion, 
And only live to curfe the name of Phaedral 

La ^ 
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Oh dear, unhappy babe ! muft 1 bequeath thee > 

Only a fad- inheritance of woe ? 

Gods ! cruel gods ! can't all my pains atone, 

Unlefe they reach my infant's guiltlefs head ? 

Oh loft eftate ! when life *s fo fharp a torment* 

And death, kfelf can't eafe ! Affift me, Lycort-, 

Advife, fpeak comfort to my troubled foul. 

LYCON. 

*Tis you muft drive that trouble from your foul ; 
As ftreams, when dam'd, forget their ancient current, 
And wondering at their banks, in other channels flow; 
So muft you bend your thoughts from hopelefs love, 
So turn their courfe to Thefeus? happy bofom, 
And crown his cage* hopes with wifh'd enjoyment: 
Then with frelh charms adorn your troubled looks. 
Difplay ther beauties firft infpir'd his foul, 
Soothe with your voice, and woo him with your eyes* 

PHJEDRA. 

Impoflible ! What woo him with.thefe eyes. 
Still wet with tears that flow'd>--but not for Thefeus ? 
This tongue fo us'd to found another name j 
What! take him to my arms ! Oh awful Juno I 
Touch, love, carefs him ! while my wandering fancy 
On other objects ftrays ? A lewd adultrefs 
In the chafte bed ? And in the father's arms,. 
(Oh horrid thought 1 Oh execrable inceft!). 
Ev'n in the father's arms embrace the fon ? 

LYCON. 

Yet you muft fee him, left impatient love 

Should 
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Should urge his temper to too nice a fearch, 
And ill-tim'd abfence mould difclofe your erimf» 

PHJBDR.A. 

Could I, when prefent to his awful eyet. 
Conceal the wild difbrders of my foul ? 
Would not my groan*, my looks, my fpeech, betray 

me?. 
Betray thee, Phaedra ! then thou 'it not betray'd ! 
Live, live fecure, adoring Crete conceals thee : 
Thy pious love, and moil endearing goodness, 
Will charm the kind Hippolitus to iilence. 
Oh wretched Phaedra ! oh ill-guarded fecret ! 
To foes alone difclos'd ! 

LYCON. 

I needs muft fear thera. 
Spight of their oaths, their vows, their imprecations. 

PHJEDRA. 

Do imprecations, oaths, or vows avail 1 
I too have fworn, ev'n at the altar iWorn 
Eternal love and endlefs faith to Thefeus ; 
And yet am falfe, forfworn : The hallow'd flirine, 
That heard me fwear, is witnefs to my falfehood. 
The youth, the very author of my crimes, 
Ev'n he mail tell the fault himfelf infpir'd ; 
The fatal eloquence, that charm'd my foul, 
Shall lavifh all its art to my detraction. 

LYCON. 

Oh he will tell it all !— Deftru&ion feize him !— 
With feeming grief, and aggravating pity, 
And more to blacken, will excufe vouk f o\Yy > 
; L % **** 
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Falfe tears (hall wet his unrelenting eye$^ 

And "his glad heart with artful fighs (hall heave » 

Then Thefeus~HoW will indignation fwell 

His mighty heart ! How his majeftie frame 

Will (hake with rage too fierce, too fwiflt for vent ! 

How he '11 expofe you to the public feorn, 

And loathing crowds (hall murmur out their horror I 

Then the fierce Scythian Now methinks I fee 

His fiery eyes with fallen pie a Cures glow, 

Survey your tortures, and infult your pangs j 

I fee him, fmiling on the pleas'd Ifmena, 

Point out with (corn the once proud tyrant Phaedra*. 

TH/EDRA. 

Curft be his name ! May infamy attend him I 
May fwift deftru&ion fall upon his head, 
Hurl'd by the hand of thofe he moft adores! 
lyc6n. 

By Heaven, prophetic truth infpires your, tongue ! 
He (hall endure the fharae he means to give j 
And all the torments which he heaps on you, 
With juft revenge, (hall Thefeus turn on him* 

FHADRA. 

Is 't pofllble ? Oh Lycon ! Oh my refuge f 
Oh good old man ! Thou oracle of wiftlom ! 
Declare the means, that Phaedra may adore thee. • 

LYCON. 

Accufe him firft. 

PHJEDR.A. 

Oh Heavens ! Accufe the guilrJeftl 

LYC0I4 
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LYCON. 

, Then be accused 5 let Thefeus know your crime 3 
Let lafting infamy o'erwhebn your glory 5 
Let your foe triumph, and your infant fall ■■ 
Shake off this, idle lethargy of pity, 
With ready war prevent th* inrading foe, 
Preferve your glory, and fecure your vengeance t 
Be .yours the fruit, fecurity, and eafe 5 
The guilt, the danger, and the labour, mine. 

PHJGDRA. 

Heavens ! Thefeus comes ! 

Enter .Theseus. 

lycon. 

Declare your laft refolves. 

PH/EDRA. 

Do you refolve, for Phsedra can do nothing. 

[Exit Phaedra*. 

LYCOK. 

Nov/, Lycon, heighen his impatient love, 
Now raife his pity, now enflame his rage, 
Qtfidcen his hopes, then quafh them with defpair^ 
Work his tumultuous paflions into frenzy ; 
Unite them aft, then turn them on the foe. 

THESEUS. 

Wals that my queen, my wife, my idol, Phaedra* ? : 
Does (he ftitl ftun me ? Oh injurious Heaven \ 
Why did you give me back again to life ? 
Why did you Ave me from the rage of battle* 
To kt me fall by her more fatal natxtd* 
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LYCOH. 

Her hatred ! No, flic loves you with fnch fondaeft, 
As none but that of Thefeus e'er could equal | 
Yet fo the gods have doomed, fo Heaven will have it, 
She ne'er muft view her much-lov'd Thefeus more. 

THESEUS. 

Not fee her ! By my fufferings but I will, 
Though troops embattled ftiould oppofe my pafiage, 
And ready death lhould guard the fatal way. 
Not fee her ! Oh I Ml clafp her in thefe arms, 
Break through the idle bands that yet have held me, 
And feize the joys my honeft love may claim. 
iycon. 

Is this a time for joy ? when Phaedra's grief « 

THESEUS. 

Is this a time for grief? Is this my welcome 
To air, to life, to liberty, and Crete ? 
Not this I hop'd, when, urg'd by ardent love, 
I wing'd my eager way to Phaedra's arms j 
Then to my thoughts relenting Phaedra flew. 
With open arms, to welcome my return, 
With kind endearing blame condemned my rafhnefs, 
And made me fwear to venture out no more. 
Oh 1 my warnvfoul, my boiling fancy glow'd 
With charming hopes of yet untafted joys $ 
New plcafura fill'd my mind, all dangers, pains, 
Wars, wounds, defeats, in that dear hope were loft. 
And does we now avoid my eager love, 
Purfue me ftill with unrelenting hatred, 

Invest 
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nt new pains, dcteft, loath, fhun my fight, 
my return, and forrow for my fafety ? 

LYCON. 

think not fo 1 for, by th* unerring gods, 
sn firft I told her of your wiuYd return, 
en the lov'd name of Thefeus reach'd her ears, 
that dear name (he rear'd her drooping head, 
feeble hands, and watery eyes, to Heaven^ 
blefs the bounteous gods : at that dear name 
raging tempeft of her grief was calm'd ; 
fighs weie> huflVd, and tears forgot to flow* 

THESEUS. 

id my return bring comfort to her forrow ? 
n hafte, conduft me to the lovely mourner : 
will kifs the pearly drops away 5 
c from her rofy lips the fragra nt'figh s j 
h other fighs her panting breaft (hall heave, 
h other dews her fwimming eyes (hall melt, 
h other pangs her throbbing heart (hall beat, 
1 all her forrows (hall be loll in love. 

LYCON. 

oc8 Thefeus burn with fuch unheard-of paffion ? 
1 muft not (he with out-ftretch'd arms receive him, 
[ with an equal ardour meet his vows, 
vows of one. fo dear ! O righteous gods ! 
jrmuft the bleeding heart of Thefeus bear 
h tpcturing pangs ? while Phaedra, dead to love, 
f with accuting eyes on angry Heaven 
faftly gazes, and upbraids the goo's ; 
' with dumb piercing grief j and kombte foaxn&, 



Ya«* 



i 5 4 SMITH'S FOB MS* 
Fixes her gloomy watry orbs to earth % 
Now burft with fwelliag anguiih, rends the £ 
With loud complaints of her outrageous wro 

THESEUS. 

Wrong'd ! Is me wrong'd f and liyet he 
wrong'd her ? 

lycoh. 
He lives, fo great, fa happy, fo bdor'd, 
That Phaedra fcarce can hope, fcarce wifh revex 

THE8EUS. 

Shall Thefeus live, and not revenge his Phaec 
Gods ! mall this arm* renown 1 d for righteoui 

geance, 
For quelling tyrants, and redrei&ng wrongs, 
Now fail ? now firft, when Phaedra *s injur'd, fai 
Speak, Lycon, hafte, declare the fecret villain, 
The wretch fo meanly bafe to injure Phaedra, 
So raihly brave to dare the fword of Thefeus* 

LYCON. 

I dare not fpeak 5 but Aire her wrongs are migb 
The pale cold hue that deadens all her charms, 
Her figbs, her hollow groans, her flowing tears, 
Make me fufpeft her monftroos grief will end her« 

THESEUS. 

End her? end Thefeus hxft, and all mankind |. 
But raoft that villain, that detefted flave, 
That brutal coward, that dark lurking wretch ! 

LYCON. 

O noble heat of unexampled love ! 
TJiif Phaedra hop'd, when in the midft of grief* 
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fn the wild torrent of e^erwlielraing farrows, 
She, groaning, (till invokM, ftill called on Thefeus. 

THESEUS. 

Did me then name me ! Did the weeping charmer? 
Invoke my name, and call' for aid oh. Thefeus ? 
Oh that lov'd voice upbraided my delay. 
Why then this ftay ? 1 come, I fly, oh Phaedra ! • 
Lead on— Now, dark difturber of my peace* 
If now thou Vt known, what luxury of vengeance-*- 
Hafte, lead, conduct me. 

LYCCW. 

Oh ! I beg you ftay. 

THgSEUS. 

What ! ftay whan Phaudra call* ? 
LYCQN. 

Oh ! on my knees* > 
By all the gods, my lord, I beg you Kay 5 
As you refpeft your peace, your life, your glory x 
As Phaedra's days are precious to your foul 5 
By all youjr love, by all her forrowe, ftay. 

THESEUS, 

Where lies the danger ? wherefore (hould I ftay >> 

LYCQN. 

Your fudden prefence would furpri ze her foul, 
Renew the galling image of her wrongs, 
Revive her (arrow, indignation, ihame j 
And all your fon would- ftrike her from your eyes* 

THESEUS. 

>lyfonl— — . But he's toe good, too brave to wwt^ 
her* 
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——Whence then that fliocking change, that ftrotff 

furprize ; 
That fright that feiz'd him at the name of Phaedra ! 
ltcon. 
Was he furpriz'd ? that mew'd at leaft remorfe. 

THESEUS. 

Remorfe! for what? By Heavens, my troubled 
thoughts 
P^fage fome dire attempt.— Say, what remorfe ! 

EYCON. 

I would not— yet I muft— This you com- 
mand j 
This Phaedra orders 5 thrice her faultering tongue 
Bad me unfold the guilty fcene to Thefeus s 
Thrice with loud cries recalled me on my way, 
i^nd blam'd my fpeed, and chid my rafh obedience, 
Left the unwelcome tale fhould wound your peace. 
At laft, with looks ferenely fad, (he cry'd, 
Go, tell it all j but in fuch artful words, 
Such tender accents, and fuch melting founds, 
As may appeafe his rage, and move his pity $ 
As may incline him to forgive his fon 
A grievous fault, but ftill a fault of love* 

THESEUS. 

Of love ! what ftrange fufpicions rack my foul ? 
As you regard my peace, declare, what love 1 
LYCON. 

So urg'd, I muft declare ; yet, pitying Heaven, 
Why muft I fpeak r Why muft unwilling Lycon 
Accufe the prince of impious love to Phaedra r 
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THBSBUS. 

Love to his mother ! to the wife of Thefeus I 

LTCON. 

Yes, at the moment firft he view'd her.eyes,- 
Ev'41 at the altar, when you joined your hands* 
His eafy heart received the guilty flame, 
And from that time he preft her with his pafllon. 

THESEUS. 

Then 't was for this ihe baniih'd him from Crete § , 
I thought it hatred all : O righteous hatred ! 
Forgive me, Heaven ; forgive me, injur'd Phaedra, 
That I in fecret have condemned thy juftice. . 
Oh! *t was. all juft, and Thefeus ibairrevenge, , 
£v*n on his fon,, revenge his Phaedra's wrongs, 

LYCON. 

What eafy tools are thefe blunt honeft heroes,- 
Who with keen hunger gorge the naked hook, 
Prevent the bait the ftateiman's art prepares, , 
And poft to ruin !— — Go, believing fool, 
Go a& thy far?fam'd juftice on thy Ton, 
Next on>thyfelf, and both make way for. Lycon. [Aftdei' 

THI8EUS. 

Hai am I Aire ihe 's wrong'd ? pernaps *t is malice* 
Slave, make it clear, make good your accufation, 
Or treble fury (hall revenge my fon* 

LYCON. 

Am I then doubted!? and can faithful Lycon 
Be thought to forge fuch execrable falfehoods ? •' 
Cods 1 when the queen unwillingly complains, • 
Can you fufpeft her truth I O godlike TtafauiA 
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Is thit the love you bear unhappy Phaedra ! 
Js this her hop'4-for aid I Go, wretched matron* * 
Sigh to the winds, and rend th' unpitying heavens 
With thy vain farrows ; fince rtJentleia Thefeva* 
Thy hope, thy refuge, Tbefeus, will not bear tfacel 

THBSEU8. 

Not hear my Phaedra 4 Not revenge her wrongs 1 
Speak, make thy proofs, and then his doom 's at fix'i 
As when Jove fpeaks, and high Olympus {hakes* 
And Fate his voice obeys. 

LYCON. 

Bearwttncfs, Heaves I 
With what reluctance I produce this fword, 
This fatal proof againft th' unhappy prince, 
Left it (hould work your juftice to his ruin, 
And prove he aimM at force, ae well as inceft* 

THESBUS-. 

Gods ! 't is iliufion all ! Is this the fword 
By which Procmftes, Scyron, Pallas fell r 
Is this the weapon which my darling ion 
Swore to employ in nought but ads of honour f 
Now, faithful youth, thou nobly haft fulfilled 
Thy generous promife. O moft injur'd Phaedra! 
Why did I truft to his deceitful form ? 
Why blame thy juftice, or fufpeft thy truth r 

LYCON. 

Had you this mora beheld bis ardent eye*, 
Seen his arm lock'd in her dimeveTd hair, 
That weapon glittering o'er her trembling bofom, 
Whilft (he with (teams -refut'd bis impioua love, 

'Entacatiac 
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Entreating death, and rifing to the wound. 
Oh I had you feen her, when the frighted youth 
Retired at your approach * »had you then feen her. 
In the chafte transports of becoming fury, 
Seize on the fword to pierce her guiltkfe bofem, 
Had you feen this, you could sot doubt her truth, 

TJiEflSVS. 

Oh impious monitor ! Oh forgive me, Pbasdra ! . 
And may the gods inipare my inpur'd foul 
•With equal vengeance that may fujt his crimes* 

LYCON. 

For Phaedra's fake, forbear to talk of vengeance; 
That with new pains would wound her tender bread % 
Send him away from Crete, and by his abfence 
Give Phaedra quiet $ and afford him mercy. 

XHBSEUS. 
Mercy ! for what ! Oh ! well has toe rewarded 
•Poor Phaedra's mercy.— —Oh moft barbarous traitor] 
To wrong fuch beauty, and infolt fuch goodnefs. 
Mercy ! what 's that ? a virtue coia'd by villains 5 
Who praife the weakneft which fupports their crimes. . 
Be mute, and fly, left when my- rage is rous'd, 
Thou for thyfelf in vain implore my mercy. 

LYCON. 

Dull fool, I laugh at mercy more than thou doft, 
More than I do the jwftice thou *rt fo fond of. 
Now come, young hero, to thy father's arms, 
Receive the due reward of haughty virtue $ 
Now boaft thy race, and laugh at earth-born Lycon. 

\Exit* 
Enter 
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Enttr Hzppox.xtus«.. 

THESEUS 4 

Yet tan it be ?- Is this th v Snceftuous villain? 

How great his prefence, how ere& his look, 
How every grace, how all his virtuous mother 
Shines in his face, and charms me from his eyes ! 
Oh Neptune 1 Oh, great founder of our race ! 
Why was he fram'd with fuch a godlike look? : 
"Why wears he not fome rood detefted form, 
Baleful to fight, as horrible to thought ; 
That I might act my juftice without grief*-.. 
Punifh the villain, nor regret the (on r- 

HIPPOLITUS. 

May I prefume to alk, what fecret care 
Broods in your breaft, and clouds your royal brow r 
Why dart your awful eyes thofe angry beams* 
And fright Hippolitus, they us'd to cheer b 

THESEUS* 

Anfwer me fir ft? when call'd to wait on Phaedra, 
What fudden fear furpriz'd your troubled foul r 
Why did -your ebbing blood forfoke your cheeks ? 
Why did you haften from your father* s arms, 
To fliun the queen your duty bids you ploafe ? 

HIPPOLITUS. 

My lord* to pleafe the queen } I *m forc'd to fhun bey 
And keep this hated object from her fight. 

THESEUS. 

Say, what's the caufe of her inveterate hatred *» 

hippolitus* 
My lord, as yet 1 never ^wk ro&» 
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THESEUS. 

Oh were it fo! \Afidei\ When laft did you attend 
her ? 

HIPPOLITUS. 

When laft attend her ?— Oh unhappy queen I 
Your error '• known, yet I difdain to wrong you, 
Or to betray a fault myfelf have caus'd. {4fi.de. 

When Taft attend her?- 

THESEUS. 

Anfwer roe directly j 
Nor dare to trifle with your father's rage, 

HIPPOLITUS. 

My lord, this very morn I faw.the queen*. 

THESEUS.. 

Whatpafs'd! 

HIPPOLITUS. 
I aflt'd permiflion to retire. 

THESEUS* 

And, was that all fr 

* HIPPOLITUS. 

My loud, I humbly beg 
With the moftiow fubmiftions, aflc no more. 

THESEUS. • 
Yet you don't anfwer with your low fubmiflkms. . 
Anfwer, or never hppe to fee me more* 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Too much he knows, I fear, without my telling $ . 
And the poor queen's betray'd and loft for ever. [AfuU. . 

THESEUS. 

He changes, gods I and foulters at the cpfifttoa* 

M «* 
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Leapt to the image of my fathers joy, 

t When yon fltould Grain me in your folding arms, 
And with kind rapture*, and with fobbing joy t» 
Commend my valonr, and confeft your fon t ■ 

' How did I think my glorious; toil o'er-paid If 
Then great indeed, and in my father's love* t % 

With more than conqueft crowed ? Go on, Hippolirus^ 
■Go tread the ragged paths of daring honour i - 
Pra&ift the ftrifteft and auftereft virtue, 
And all the rigid laws of righteous Minos j . 
Thefeus, thy father Thefeus, will reward thee. 

THESEUS. 

■ Reward thee ?— -Yes, as Minos would reward thee. 
Was Mifios then thy pattern ? And did Minos, 
The great, the good, the juft, the righteous Minos, 
The judge of hell, and oracle of earth, 
> |>id he inipire adultery, force, and inceft ? 

Ismena tppears, 

ISMENA. 

Ha! What's this? ^Afidt. 

HIPPOLITU3. 

Amazement I Inceft?— 

THESEUS. 

Inceft with Phaedra, with thy mother Phaidra. 

H1PPOLITUS. 

This charge fo unexpected, fo amazing, 
So new, fo ftrange, irapof&ble to thought, 
Stuns my aftoniuVd foul, and ties my voice. 

Ma - tMW^ 




With this my inftrument of youthful glory 1 
With this ?— Oh noble entrance into arms I 
With this t* invade the fpotlfcft PhaodrV* honmtf.' 
Phaedra ! My life ! My better half, my queen! 
Tfcat very Phaedra, for whofe juft defence 
The gods would claim thy fworct. 

HIPPOLITU8. 

Amaiement! Mt 
Heavens ? Durft I raife the far-famM fword of lW 
Againft bis queen, againft my mother's bofom. 

THEStUS. 

If not, declare when, where, and hew you tat # 
How Phaedra gain'd it ? Oh all the. gods ! He'ifi* 
Why was it barMf Whof* bofom was it aim'd slf 
What meant thy arm advanced, thy glowing chafe 
Thy hand, heart, eyes T Oh villain 1 Monftrous ijDl 

H1PPOL1TV8. 

Is there no way, no thought, no beam of light? 
No clue to guide me through this gloomy mate, 
To clear my honour, yet prefervc my faith ? 
None ! None, ye powers t And muft r groan 
This execrable load of foul di (honour ? 
Muft Thefeus fuffer fuch unheard-of torture I 
Thefeus, my father 1 No, Fll break through all} 
All oaths, all vows, all idle imprecations, 

II 
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[ give them to the winds* Hear me, my lord I. 
^fear your wrong'd Ton. The fword-*— ~Oh fetal tow 1 ' 
Infnaring oatht , and thon, ram thoughtlelf fool; 
JTo bind tnyfelf in voluntary chains * 
Vet to thy fatal truft continue firm ! 
3eneath difgrace, though infamous yet honefb 
§Tet bear roe, father, may the righteous gods 
Shower all their curfes on this wretched head. 
Dh nay thejdoom me !«~- 

THESEUS. 

Yes, the gods will doom thee. 
The fword, -the fword ! Now fwear, and eall to witneft 
■leaven, hell, and earth. I mark it not from one, 
aThat breathes beneath fuch complicated guUt. 

HIPPOLITUS.. . 

Was that like guilt, when with expanded arms 
t fprang to' meet you at your utim'd return ? 
J>oes this .appear like guilt? When thus ierene, 
With eyes erelt, and vi&ge unapall'd, 
.Fixt on that awful face, I ftand the charge} 
Amaz'd, not fearing 1 Say, if I am guilty : 
Where are the confeious looks, the face now pale, 
How fluftuag red, the down-*cah haggard eyes, 
Or fixt on earth, or (lowly rais'd to catch 
A. fearful view, .then funk again with horcor ? 
THE&E11S. 

This is for raw, untaught, unfiniflTd villains. 
Chou in thy bloom haft reach* d th' sbhorr'd perfection : 
IThy -even looks could wear a peaceful calm, 
CTie beauteous ftamp (oh Heavens ! ) of fauUitfo V\ttvx«-» 
M 3 VIYSfc 
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iSMtNA. 

:ar me> my lord, ere yet yoti fix bis doom: 

[Turning to Tnefeus* 
• one -that comet to mield'bu injurM honour, ' 
. guard hi* lift whh hfefcard of her owti. 

THESEUS. 

hough thou Vt the daughter of my hated foe, 
ugh ev'n thy beauty 's loalhftmeJo my eyes,, 
juitice bids me hear thee* . 
UME&A. 

Thu&J thank you. \K#?tl$J 
n know, mifteken prince, Jus honeft foul 
Id ne'er be iway'd by impious love to Phaedra, 
e I before engaged his early vows 5 
h all my wiles fubdued his ftruggling heart $. t 
long Ms duty ftru£gled with 4i is love* . 
THESEUS*"* 

>eak, is this true ? On thy obedience^ Jpeak. 

HIPPOLITUS* 

> charg'd, I own the dangerous truth \ I own, , 
ihifther will, I lov'd the fair Igneoa* . 

THESEUS. 

anft thou be only clear'd by difobedience, . 

I juftify'd by crimes ? What! love my foe %? 

e one defcended from a race of tyrants, 
loie blood yet realts on my avenging fwordl 
x curft each moment I dejay .fhj frtet . 
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Hafte to the (hades, and tell the happy Pal la* 
Ifmena's flames, and let him tafte fiich joys 
As thou giv'ft me ) go tell applauding Minos 
The pious love you bore his daughter Phsedra j 
Tell it the chattering ghofti, and hiding furies, 
Tell it the grinning fiends, till hell found nothing 
To thy pleas'd^ears butPhedra and Jfinena. 

Enter Cra.takdei,. 

Seize him, Cratander ; take this guilty fworE, 
Let his own hand avenge the crimes it a&ett, 
And bid him die, at lead, like Thefeui* fon. 
Take him away, and execute my orders. 

HrPPOLITUS. 

HeavenH How that ftrikes me I How it wounds my 
foul I 
To think of your unutterable forrows, 
When you (hall find Hippolitus was guiltlefa'! 
Yet when you know the innocence you doom '4, 
When you (hall mourn your fon's unhappy fate, 
©h, I befeech you by the love you bore me, 
With my laft words (my words will then prevail) 
Oh for my fake forbear to touch your life, 
Nor wound again Hippolitus in Thefeus. 
Let all ray virtues, all my joys, furvive 
Frefli in your breaft, but be my woes forgot 5 
The woes which fate, and not my father, wrought. 
Oh ! let me dwell for ever in your thoughts, 
Let me be honoured dill, hot not deplor'd. 

THBIIVS. 






\ 
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THESEtTS. 

n thy chief care is for *hy father's life, 
joining hypocrite 1 Oh young diflembler ! 
haft thou (hewn the care thou taVft of Thefeus. 
ye gods 1 how this eriflames my fury J > 
:e can hold my rage 5 my eager hands 
ble to resell &ee. ' No, dUhonour'd Thefeus I 
lot thy fame with futh a monger's "blood. 
!i him away. • ■ ■ 

IHPFOLITUS. 

Lead on. Farewell, Iftnena. 
ismena. 
! take me with him, let me fliare'iiiS fate, 
rful Thefeus ! Yet revoke his doom » 
be* the very minifters of death, 
gh bred to blood, yet (brink, and wifli to fave him. 

THESEUS. 

ires, villains, tear her from him* cut her arms o& 

ISMENA. 

! .tear me, cut me, till my fever'd limbs 
to my lord, and (hare the pains he f offers. 

•THESEUS. 

ins, away. 

ISMENA. 

O Thefeus ! Hear me, hear me. 

. THESEUS. 

ay, nor taint me with thy loatjifome touch, 
reman. 

ISMENA. 

y, oh ftay t I •fltcll you all. '(Sxit'Ttafcwi. 
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Already gone ! Tell it, ye confcious walls ; 

Bear it, ye winds, upon your pitying wings 5 
Refound it, fame, with all your hundred tongues. 
Oh haplefs youth I AH Heaven confpire* .againft yo*. 
The confcious walls conceal the fatal fecret : 
Th* untainted winds refufe th* infecting load t 
And fame itielf is mute.—— Nay, ev'n Ifmena, 
Thy own Ifmena '$ fworn to thy de&ru&iftB. 
But (till, whatever the crfel gods defign, 
In the fame fate our equal ftars combine*. 
And he who dooms thy death pronounces mine. 

THE END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT V. 

Enter Phadr* WLycon. 

lycon., 

ACCUSE yourfelf ? Oh I on my knees I beg yoti, 
By all the gods, recal the fatal mefiage. 
Heavens ! Will you ftand the dreaded rage of TneJeusr' 
And brand your fame, and work your own deftructtoD ? 

PH/EDRA. 

By thee I *m branded, and by thee deftroyM j 
Thou bofom fer{>ent, thou alluring fiend ! 
Yet ftian't you boaft the miferies you caufe, 
Nor 'fcape the ruin you have brought on all, 

HX«M, 
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i! . !,'. i- . "CON.. . t 

Was it not ^o^r command r- Has faithful Lycon 
E'er fpoke, e'er thought, dsfignM, cojitriv'd, or a&cdfc 
Has he done au.ght without the queen's coniint ? 

Plead'ft thou* conXent to what thou £r& inipk'dft ?'. 
Was that confent ?■ O fcnlelefs; politician 1 . 
When adverfe palfian* {bruggled in my breaft. 
When angej, fear^ 1qf« 9 ibnow i; guUt,4^ur 9 , 
Drove out my rcafen, and uitapfd-myfoui, 
Yet this confent you pkad, O fai^ful Lycon I 
Oh ! only zealous for the fame of Phaedra I 
With this wju- blot my name, aid dear your own a: 
A nd wb«K jsemy Ijreftzy, will becaU'd my crime : 
What then is thine ? Thou coof deliberate villain, 
Thou wife; fore-thinking, weighing politician 1 

LYCON, 

Oh ! *twas*fe black, my frightenM tongue recoiled . 
At its own fQU.ndfr and Jiorror (hook my foul* . 
YetftHlijfhougti piere'd with fuch amazing angui(b» 
Such was my aeal, fb much I lov!d.my .qucen, 
I broke through all, to favcthe life ofJPhssdra. 

PHADiRA, 

What 's life ? Oh all, y* gods ! Can life atone 
For all the monftrous crimes by which 'tis bought* 
Or can I.live ? When thou, oh foul of honour 1 
Oh early hero ! by my crimes art ruin'd. 
Perhaps ev'n now the great unhappy youth 
Falls by the fordid hands of butchering villains.} 

3 ^wii 
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Now, now he bleeds, he dies-*-Oh perjur'd traitor! 
See, his rich blood in purple torrents flows, 
And nature Tallies in tin bidden groans ; 
Now mortal pangs diftort his lovely form ; 
His rofy beauties fade, his ftarry eyes 
-Now darkling fwiro, and fix their doling beams 5 
Now in (hort gafps his labouring fpirit heaves, 
And weakly flutters on his faultering tongue, 
And ftruggles into found. Hear, monfter, bear. 
With his laft breath he curfes perjurM Phaedra : 
He fummons Phaedra to the bar of Minos 5 
Thou too flialt there appear; to torture thee, 
Whole hell fliall be employed, and fuffering Phaedra 
Shall find fbme eafe to fee thee (till more wretched* 

LYCON. 

Oh all ye powers ! Oh Phaedra ! Hear me, hear me, 
By all my zeal, by all my anxious cares, 
By thofe unhappy crimes I wrought to ferve you, 
By thefe old withered limbs and hoary hairs, 
By all my tears ! — Oh Heavens ! She minds me not, 
She hears not my -complaints. Oh wretched Ly con ! 
To what art thou refcrv'd ? 

FH£DRA. 

Referv'd to all 
The lharpeft, floweft pains that earth can furnife, 
To all I wifh On Phaedra Guards, fecure him. 

Lycon carried off* 

Ha ! Thefeus, gods ! My freezing blood congeals, 
And all my thoughts* defigns, and words are loft. 

Fitter 
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Enter Thbsbui.. • 

THESBUS*. . 

Doft tbou at laft repent ? Gh; lovely Phaedra I 
At lajfc.with equal ardour meet- my vows : 
O dear-bought bleifing ! Yet I. '11 not complain, 
Since now my fharpeft grief is all overpaid, 
And only heightens joy.,— Then hafte, my charmer, . 
Let *s feaft our famiuVd fouls with amorous riot, 
With fiercer! blifs atone for our delay, 
And in a^moment love the age we 've loft. 

P*J£PJt.A., 

Stand off, approach me, touch roe not j £ty hence, 
Ear as the diftant ikies or deepeft center. 

THESEUS. 

Amazement 1 Death 1 . Ye gods who guide the world,' 
What can this mean ? So fierce a deteftation* 
80 ftrong abhorrence. !— Speak, exquifite tormentor'!' 
WasiAfor this, your fummons filUd my fpul 
With eager* raptures, and tumultuous tranfports ? 
Ev'n painful joys, and agonies of blifs^ 
Did I for this obey, my Phaedra* s call, 
And fly with trembling hafte. to meet her arms ? 
And am I thus received ? O cruel Phaedra ! 
Was it for this you rouzM-my drowfy foul. 
From the dull lethargy of hopelefs love ? 
Andr.deft thou. only mew.thofe beauteous eyes 
To wake defpair, and blail me with their beams ? 
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FHJBDRA. 

Oh ! were that all to which the gods have dooo'i 
me; 
"But angry Heaven has laid in ftore for Thefeus 
Such perfect mifchief, Aich tranfcendent woe, 
That the black image mocks my frighted foul, 
And the words die on my relu&ant tongue. 

THESEUS. 

Fear not to fpeak it 3 that harmonious voice 
Will make the faddeft tale of forrow plealing. 
And charm the grief it brings. — Thus let me hear it, 
Thus in thy fight ; thus gazing on thofe eyes, 
I can fupport the utmoft fpite of fate, 
And ftand the rage of Heaven. — Approach, my 
fair I 

FHJEDRA. 

Off, or I fly for ever from thy fight : 
{Shall I embrace the father of Hippolitns ? 

THESEUS. 

Forget the villain, drive him from your JouJ, 

PHJEDRA. 

Can I forget ? O drive from my foul : 
Oh \ he will ftill be prefent to my eyes ; 
His words wHl ever echo in ray ears $ 
Still will he be the torture of my days, 
Sane of my life, and ruin of my glory. 

THESEUS. 

And mine and all. — Oh moft abandoned villain ! 
Oh lading fcandal to our godlike race I 
That could contrive a crime fo foul as inceft. 

FHJED1LA. 
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PHJfcDfcA. 

Inceftl Ohnaimtknot!— *- 
The very mention makes my imnoft fool t 
The gods are ftartled in their peaceful manfions, 
And nature fickem at the mocking found, 
Thou brutal wretehi Thou execrable monfter! 
To break through all the laws that early flow 
From untaught reafbn, and diftinguifh man | 
Mix like the ftnfeleft herd with beftial luft, 
Mother and fon prepofteroufly wicked j 
To banifh from thy foul the reverence due 
To honour, nature, and the genial bed, 
And injure one fo great, fo good as Thefeus. 

THESEUS. 

To injure" one fo great,' fo good as Phaedra 5 
Oh (lave ! to wrong ftich purity as thine, 
Such dazzling brightness, fuch exalted virtue* 

PHJEDRA. 

Virtue! All- feeing gods, you know my virtue ! 
•Muft I fupport all this ? O righteous Heaven { 
Can't I yet (peak ? Reproach I could have borne, 
•Pointed his fatyrs flings, and edgM his rage, 
But to be prais'd— Now, Minos, I defy rhee; 
-Ev'n all thy dreadful magazines of pains', 
Stones,' furies, wheels, are flight to what I fuffer, 
And hell itfelf's relief. 

THESEUS. 

What *s hell to thee ? 
What crimes could'ft thou commit ? &r what reproach 
•Could innocence fo pure as Phaedra?* tt«c. 
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Oh, thou 'rt the chafteft matron of thy fex, 
The faireft pattern of excelling virtue.. 
Our late ft annals fhall record thy glory. 
The, maid's example, and the matron's theme. 
Each fkilful artift mall exprefs thy form,. 

In animated gold. The threatening fword 

Shall hang for ever o'er thy fnowy bofom ) 
Such heavenly beauty on thy face fhall bloom 9 
As fhall almoft excufe the villain's crime j 
But yet that firmnefs, that unfhaken virtue, 
As ft ill fhall make, the monfter mere detefted. 
Where-e'er you pafs, the crouded way flia]J found 
With joyful cries, and endlefs acclamations t 
And when afpiring bards, in daring drains, 
Shall raife fame heavenly matron to the powers,. 
They '11 fay, fee 's great, flie *s true, <he *s chtft 
Phaedra. 

FHJEDRA. 
This might have been.— But now* oh cruel A 
Now, as I pafs,. the crouded way, (hall found 
With himng fcorn, and murmuring deteftations 
The lateft .annals fhall record my fhame j 
And when jth' avenging Muft with pointed rage 
Would fink fomeJmpiQUs woman down to hell, 
She '11 fay, A* *s falfc, fhe. *s bafe, /he 's foul as Phi 

THESEUS* 

Hadft thou been foul, had horrid violation 
Gad any ftains on purity like thine, 
They 're wafh'd already in the villain's blood t 
The very fword, his wftrument of horror, 

] 
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ISre this time drenchM in his rnceftuous heart, 
Has done thee juftice, and.aveng'd the comes. 
He us'd it to perform. 

Enter Messenger- 
messenger. 

Alas! my lord, 
Eve this the prince is dead.i— -I fkw Cratander 

Give him a fword. 1 faw him boldly take it*. 

Rear it on high, and point it to his bread, 
With fteady hands, and with difdainful looks, 
As one that fear'd not death, but fconTd to die,. 
And not in battle.- ..A loud clamour followed i. 
And the furrounding foldiers hid from fight* 
But all pronoune'd. him dead.. 

BHJEDRA. 
U he then dead* 9 

THESEUS. 

Yes, yes, he's dead 5 and dead by my command j 
And in this dreadful a& of mournfuijuiiice, 
I *m more renowu'dthan in my dear-bought laurels. 

PHJEDRA- 

Then* thou- *rt. reaown'd indeed. Oh happy 

Thefeus ! 
Ok, only worthy of the love of Phaedra ! 
Hafte then, let's join our well-met hands together ; 
Unite for ever, and defy the gods 
To flxew a pair fo eminently wretched* 
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THESEUS. 

Wretched ! For what ? For what the 

praife me. 
For what the nations (hall adore my jufticc, 
A villain's death ? 

PH£DRA. 

Hippolitus a villain ! 
Oh, he was all his godlike fire could wifh, 
The pride of Thefeus, and the hopes of Crete. 
Nor did the braveft of his godlike race 
Tread with fuch early hopes the paths of honott 

THESEUS. 

What can this mean ? Declare, ambiguous PI 
Say, whence thefe fhifting gufts*df clashing ram 
Why are thy doubtful fpeeches dttrfc and troubli 
As Cretan leas when vext by warring winds > 
Why is a villain, with alternate paflion, 
Accused and prais'd, detected and deplor'd ? 

PHADRA. 

Canfl? thou not guefij > — — 
Can ft thou not read it in my furious paflfons f 
In all the wild diforders of my fdul ? 
Could'ft thou not fee it irt the- noble warmth 
That urg'd the daring youth to a&s of honour ? 
CouhTft thou not find it in the generous truth, 
Which fparkled in his eyfcd, and open'd in his fa 
Could'ft not perceive it in the chafte referve ? 
In every word and look, each godlike aft, 
CcukTft thou not fee Hippolitus wu guiitlftft ?' 

THi{ 
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THESEUS. 

Ouiltlefs ! Oh all ye gods ! What can this mean ? 

PHJEDRA. 

. Mean ! That the guilt Is mine, that virtuous Phaedra, 
*The maid's example, and the matron's theme 
With beftial paflion woo'd.your loathing fori | 
And when deny'd, with impious accufation 
SullyM the luftre of his mining honour $ 
Of my oVn crimes accus'd the faultlefs youth, 
And, with enfnaring w[les deftroyM that virtue 
I try'd in vain to make. 

THESEUS. 

Is he then guiltlefs? 
Cuiltlefs! Then what art thou ? And oh juft Heaven! 
What a dctefted parricide is Thefeus ! 

THJEDKA. 

What am I ? What indeed, but one more black 
Than earth or hell e'er bore ! 6 horrid mixture 
Of crimes and wdes, of parricide and inceft, 
Perjury, murder ; to arm the erring father 
Again ft the -guiltlefs fon. O impious Lycon ! 
In what a hell of woes thy arts have plung'd roe. 

THESEUS. 

Lycon ! Here, guards ! Oh nioft abandoned vil- 
lain ! 
Secure him, feize him, drag him piece-meal hither. 

Enter Guards. 

guards. 
Who has, my lord, incurr'd yout Vu^v &fo^ta&>«*'* 
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THESEUS. 

Who can it be, ye gods, but perjurM Lycon ? 
Who can infpire fuch ftorms of rage, but Lycon ? 
Where has my fword left one fp black, but Lycon? 
Where ! Wretched Thefeus ! in thy bed and heart, 
The very darling of my foul and eyes ! 
Oh beauteous fiend ! But trull nqt to thy form. 
You too, ray fon, was. fair j your manly beauties 
Charm'd every heart (O heavens !) to your deftru&iot. 
You too were good, your virtuous fpul abhorr'd 
The crimes for which you dy'd. Oh impious Ph*dn! 
Inceftuous fury ! Execrable murth'refs ! 
Is there revenge on earth, or pain in hell, 
Can art invent, or boiling rage fuggefty 
Ev'n endlefs torture which thou (halt not fuffer ? 

PHJ£DRA, 

And is there aught on earth. I would not fuffer? 
Oh, were there vengeance equal to my crimes, 
Thou need'ft not claim it, moft unhappy youth, 
From any hands but mine : T* avenge thy fate 
I *d court the fierceft pains, and fue fpr tortures * " 
And Phaedra's fufferings ftiould atone for thine i ' 
IJv'n now I fall a vicliin to thy wrongs 3 
Ev'n now a fatal draught works out my foul 5 
Ev'n now it curdles in my (hrjnking veins 
The lazy blood, and freezes at my heart* 

Lycon brought *».. 

THESEUS. 

Jfrft thou efcap'd my wmh ? Yet, impious Lyco», 

Qs 
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On thee I '11 empty all my hoard of vengeance, 
And glut my boundlefs rage, v 

LYCON. 

O! mercy, mercy 1 

THfeSEUS. 

Such <hou (halt find as thy beft deeds deferve, 
Such as thy guilty foul can hope from Thefeus j 
"Such as thou fhew'dft to poor Hippolitus* 

LYCOtt. 

Oh chain me ! whip me ! Let me be the Scorn 
'Of fordid rabbles, and infuking crowds i 
'Give me but life, and make that life moft wretched. 

PHJEDRrA. 

Art thou fo baft, fofpiritlefs a (lave ? 
'Not fo the lovely youth thy arts have ruin'd, 
-Not fo he bore the fate to which you doomed him. 

THBSEUS. 

Oh abject villain ! Yet it gives me joy 
To fee the fears that (hake thy guilty foul, 
Enhance thy crimes, and antedate thy woes. 
Oh, how thou 'U howl thy fearful 'foul away ; 
While laughing crowds (hall echo to thy cries, 
And make thy pains their (port ( Hafte, hence, away 

with him, { 
Drag him to all the torments earth can furnifh; 
Let him be rack'd and gaftf d, impalM alive % 
Then let the mangled monfter, nVd on high; 
'Cifin o'er the (homing crowds, and glut their vengeance* 
And is this all ? And art thou now appeas'd? 
Will this atone for poor Hippolitus I 

N 3 «" 
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Shall fport for ever, fhall for ever drink 
Immortal love ; while I far off mail howl 
In lonely plains ; while all the blackeft ghofts 
Shrink from the baleful fight of one more monftrous, 
And more accurs'd than they. 

thbsbus: 

I too muft go ; 

I too muft once more fee the burning lhore 
Of livid Acheron and black Cocytus, 
Whence no Alcides will reflate me now. 

PH^DRA. 

Then why this ftay? Come on, let's plunge to- 
gether: 
See hell lets wide its adamantine gates, 
See through the fable gates the black Cocytus 
In fmoky circles rowls its fiery waves * 
Hear, hear the ftunning harmonies of woe, 
The din of rattling chains, of clafhing whips, 
Of groans, of loud complaints, of piercing ftiricks, 
That wide through all its gloomy world refound. 
How huge Msegara ftalks ! what ft reaming fires 
ISlaze from her glaring eyes ! what ferpents curl 
In horrid wreaths, and hifs around her head ! 
Now, now fhe drags me to the bar. of Minos*. 
See how the aweful judges of the dead . 
Look ftedfaft hate, and* horrible difmay ! 
See Minos turns away his loathing eyes, 
Rage choaks his fhruggling words : the fatal urn > 
Drops from his trembling hand s O all ye gods I 
What ; Lycoa here ! Oh execrable villain V . 
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Then am I ftill on earth ? By hell I sun, 
A fury now, a fcourge prefervU for Lycon ! 
See, the .juft beings offer to my vengeance 
That impious flave. Now, Lycon, for revenge; 

Thanks, Heaven, 'tis here. 1 *11 fteaj j t to j,isl 

\Mifiaking Thefeus for Lycon, offers to Jab h 

GUARDS. 

Heavens 1 'tk your lord. 

PiUEDRA. 

My lord ! O eijiial Heap 
Muft each portentous moment rife in crimes, 
And Tallying life go off in parricide.-? 
Then truft not thy flow drugs. Thus lure of dea 

IS tabs berj 

Oompleat thy horrors And if this futfice not 

Thou, Minos, do the reft. 

THESEUS. 

At length me *s quiet, 
And earth now bears not fuch a wretch as Thefts 
Yet I *11 obey Hippolitus, and live : 
Then to the wars ; and as the Corybantiaes, 
With clafhiflg fliields, and braywig trumpets, dr* 

The cries of infant Jove. 1 *il ftifle conference 

And nature's murmurs m the din of arm*. 
But what are arms to me I Is he not dead 
For whom I fought ? For whom my hoary a^e 
Glow'd with the boiling heat of youth in battle? 
How then to drag a wretched life beneath, 
An endlefs round of ftill returning woes, 
And all the gnawing pangs of vain remorfe ? 

i * 
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v*hat torment's this ? — Therefore, O greatly thought 
'herefore do jufticc on thyfelf— -and live j 
ive above all moft infinitely wretched, 
inena too— —Nay, then, avengiqg Heaven 

Tsmtna enters* 

[as vented all its rage. O wretched maid ! 

Vhy doft thou come to fwell my raging grief t 
Vhyadd to forrowt, and embitter woes ? 
Vhy do thy mournful eyes upbraid my guilt-? 
Vky thus recal to my afflicted foul 
"he fad remembrance of my god-like fon, 
•f that dear youth my cruelty has ruin'd ? 

ISMENA. 

Ruin'd! b all ye Powers ! 'O awful Thefeusl 

ay, where *s my lord ? fay, where has fate difposM 

him ? 
»h fpeakl the fear diftra&s me. 

THESEUS, 

Gods! Canlfpeak? 
an I declare his fate to his Ifmena ? 
h lovely maid ! Could'ft thou admit of comfort, 
% hou mould'ft for ever be my only care, 
/ork of my life, and labour of my foul, 
or thee alone, my forrows, lull'd, (hall cea&f 
eafe for a while to mourn my murdered fon t 
or thee alone my fword once more (hall rage, 
eftore the crown of which it robb'd your race : 
hen let-your grief give way to thoughts of empire \ 
t thy own Athens reign* The ta$$) 'cwtft ' 
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Beneath thy eafy yoke with pleafure bow, 
And think in thee their own Minerva reigns. 

ISMENA. 

Muft I then reign ? Nay, muft I live without hart 
Not fo, oh godlike youth ! you lov'd Ifmena j 
You for her fake refus'd the Cretan empire, 
And yet a nobler gift, the royal Phaedra. 
Shall I. then take a crown, a guilty crown, 
From the relentlefs hand that doonaM thy death ? 
Oh ! 'tis in death alone I can have cafe. 
And thus I find it. [Offers to flak bv$> 

j&tffr Hippolitus. 

NIPPOLITUS. 

O forbear, Ifmena ! 
Forbear, chaftemaid, to wound thy tender bofom; 
Oh heaven and earth ! mould (he refolve to die, 
And thatch all beauty from the widowM earth ? 
Was it for me, ye gods ! me 'd fall a victim ? 
Was it for me fhe 'd die ? O heavenly virgin I 
See, fee thy own Hippolitus, who lives, 
And hopes to live for thee. 

ISMENA. 

Hippolitus! 
Am I alive or dead 1 is this Ely Hum I 
•Tis he, 'tis all Hippolitus— Ar 't well. 
Ar *t thou jaot wounded ? 

THESEUS. 

Oh unhop'd-for joy ! 
Stand off, and let me Ay into his arms. 
Speak, fay, what god, wtax mvrata Y^xVd thee > 
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Pidft thou not ftrike thy father's cruel prefcnt, 
My Arerd, Into thy brtaft ? 

«IP*0LITU5. 

I airaM it* there, 
But turnM it from myftlf, and flew Cratander; 
The guards, not trtllted with his fatal orders. 
Granted my wim, and brought me to the l king : 
L fear'd not death, but could not tear the thought 
Of Thefeus' forrow, and Ifmcna's lofej 
Therefore Ih-auWd-to your royal. prefen/ce,. 
Here to receive my doom. 

thes-bus. 

Be this thy doom, 
To live for -ever m Ifmena's arms. 
$o, heavenly pair, and with your dazling virtues,, ■' 
Your courage, <truth, your innocence,. and love, 
Amaze and charm mankind ; and rule that empires., 
For. which in vainr^our rival fathers fought. 

TSMENA, 

Oh killing Joy f 

HOTdLITUS* 
Oh wttafy of Wifs ! 
Am I poflcisM at laft of my Ifmena ? 
Of that cc&leftial maid, oh pitying gods ! 
Mow (hail I thank your bounties for my fufferings, , 
For all my pains, and all the pangs I 've bom ) 
Since 't was to them I owe divine limena, 
To them I owe the dear conient of Thefeus. 
Yet there '• a pain Iks heavy on my heart, 
Fgr t^e difaftrous fate of haplefs Ph«dru. 
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THESEUS, 

Deep was her anguilh ; for the wrongs (be did y* 
She chofe to die, and in her death deplored 
Your fate, and not her own. 

H1PPOLITUS. 

I Ve hoard it all. 
O ! had not paflion fully'd her renown, 
None e'er on earth had (hone with equal luftre-j 
So glorious livM, or fo lamented dy*<L 
Her faults were only faults of raging love, 
Her virtues all her own. 

ISMENA. 

Unhappy Phaedra ! 
Was there no other way, ye pitying Powers, 
No other way to crown Ifmena's love ? 
Then rauft I ever mourn her cruel fates 
And in the midft of my triumphant joy, 
Ev'n in my hero's arms, confefs fome forrow* 

THESEUS. 

O tender maid ! forbear, with ill-tinTd grief, 
To damp our bleffings, and incenfe the gods : 
But let *s away, and pay kind Heaven our thanks 
For all the wonders in our favour wrought j 
That Heaven, whofe mercy refcued erring Thcfeus 
From execrable crimes, and endlefs woes . 
Then learn from me, ye kings that rule the world, 
With equal poize let fteady juftice fway, ) 

And flagrant crimes, with certain vengeance pay, r 
But, till the proofs are clear, the ftroke delay. * 

B4TH' 
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HIPPOLITVS. 

he righteous gods, that innocence require, 
s& tfc&goodnefs which themfelyes infpirev. 
uarded virtue human arts defies, 
accused is happy, while th' accufer dies. 

[Exeunt rnnes*. 
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TO THB MEMOfcY OF 

MR. JOHN PHILIPS. 

TO A FRIEND. 
SIR, 

SINCE our Ifis filently deplores 
The Bard who fpread her fame to diftant fhowi 
Since nobler pens their mournful lays fufpcnd, 
My honeft zeal, if not my verfe, commend, 
Forgive the poet, and approve the friend. 
Your care had long his fleeting life reftiain'd 
One table fed you, and one bed contained • 
For his dear fake long reftlefs nights you bore 
While rattling coughs his heaving vefiels tore 
Much was his pain, but your affliction more. 
Oh ! had no fummons from the noify gown 
Call'd thee, unwilling, to the naufcous town, 
Thy love had o'er the dull difeafe prevailed, 
Thy mirth had cur'd where baffled phytic faiPd t 
But (nice the will of Heaven his fate decreed, 
To thy kind care my worthlefs lines fucceed • 
Fruitlefs our hopes, though pious our eftays, 
Yours to prefcrve a friend, and mine to praiie. 

Oh ! might I paint him in Miltonian verfe, 
With ilrains like thofe he fung on Glo'fter'i herfe ; 

a* 
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t with the meaner tribe I 'm fore* d to chime, 
d, wanting ftrength to rife, defcend to rhyme. 

yith other fire his glorious Blenheim mines* 
id all the battle -thunders in his lines j 
; nervous verfe great Boileaifs ftrength tranfeendsf 
id France to Philips, as to Churchill, bends. 

Dh ! various bard, you all our powers control* 
u now diflurb, and now divert the ftul-t 
lton and Butler in thy itraft combine* 
»ove the laft thy manly beauties mind ; 
r as I *ve feen, when rival wits- contend, 
e gayly charge, one gravely wife defend 9 
lis on quick turns and points in vain relies, 
is with a look demure, and fteady eyes, 
ith dry rebukes, or fneering praife, replies, 
thy grave lines extort a j utter fmile, 
ach Butler's fancy, but furpafs Jiis ftyle 5 
• fpeaks Scarron v s low phrafe 111 humble ftrains, 
thee die folemn air of great Cervantes reigns. 

What (bunding lines his- abjeft themes exprefr! 

hat mining words the pompous Shilling dreCt \ 

lere, there my ceil* immortal made, outvies 

te frailer pile* which o'er its ruins rife, 

her beft light the Comic Mufe appears, 

hen (he, with borrowed pride, the buikin wears*. 

So when- nurfe Nbkea, to acVyotmg Ammon tries* 
ith ftiambltng* legs, long chin, and foolifh eyes' ; 
ith dangling hands he ftrokes thf 1 Imperial robe, 
id, with a arckoltf * air, otmtmaods ttafe £\b\& \ 

3 ^* 
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The pomp and found the whole buffoon difplav'd,. 
And Amnion's fon more mirth than Gomes midt. 

Forgive, dear (hade, the (bene my folly draws, 
Thy drains divert the grief thy aflies caufe : 
When Orpheus fmgs, the ghofts no more complain* 
But, in his lulling mufic, lofe their pain : 
So charm the fallies of thy Georgic Mufey 
So calm our forrows, and our joys infufe j. 
Here rural notes a gentle mirth infpire, 
Here lofty lines the kindling reader fire, 
Like that fair tree you praife, the poem charms, 
Cools like the fruit, or- like the juice it warms. 

Bleft clime, which Vaga's fiuitful dreams imprwei. 
Etruria's envy, and her Cofmo's love 5 
Redftreak he quaffs beneath the Chiant vine, 
Gives Tufcan yearly for thy Scudmore's wine, 
And ev'n his Taflb would exchange for thine. 
Rife, rife, Rofcommon, fee the Blenheim Mufe, 
The dull conftraint of monkiih rhyme refufej 
See, o'er the Alps his towering pinions foar, 
Where never Englifh poet reaclTd before-: 
See mighty Cofmo's counfellor and friend, 
By turns on Cofmo and the Bard attend 5 
Rich in the coins and buds of ancient Rome, 
In him he brings a nobler treafure home $ 
In them he views her gods, and domes defign'd, 
In him the foul of Rome, and Virgil's mighty mind 
To him for eafe retires from toils of ftate, 
Not half fo proud to govern, as tianflate. 

0* 
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Qur $J>erifer, firft by Pifan poets taught, 
To us their tales, their ftyle, and numbers brought. 
To follow ours, now Tufcan bards defcend, 
Prom Philips borrow,. though to Spenfer lend, 
Like Philips too the yoke of rhyme difdain j 
They firft on Englifli bards imposed the chain, 
Firft by an Englifli bard from rhyme their freedom 
gain. 

Tyrannic rhyme, that cramps to equal chime 
The gay, the foft, the florid, and fublime ; 
Some fay this chain the doubtful fenfe decides, 
Confines the fancy, and the judgement guides 5 
[ 'm Aire in needlefs bonds it poets ties, 
Procruftes like, the ax or wheel applies, 
To lop the mangled fenfe, or ftretch it into fize: 
At beft a crutch, that lifts the weak along, 
Supports the feeble, but retards the ftrong j 
And the chance thoughts, when governed by the clofe, 
3ft rife to fuftian, or defcend to profe. 
Four judgement, Philips, rul*d with fteady fway : 
If ou us'd no curbing rhyme, the Mufe to ftay, 
To ftop her fury, or dire£l her way. 
Thee on the wing thy uncheckM vigor bore, 
To wanton freely, or fecurely foar. 

So the ftretch'd cord the fliackle-danjeer tries, 
Vs prone to fall, as impotent to rife ; 
Vhen freed he moves, the fturdy cable bends 
le mounts with pleafure, and fecuie defcends ; 

. r O *^V 
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New dropping fcesns to Arike the dfftfcjrt L 
Now high ib air hit vuivtriag feet fttoomd* 

Rail on, ye triflers, who to Will's repair 
For new lampoons, ffefh cant, or modifli air | 
Rail on at Milton's ion, who wifely bold 
Reje&s new phrafes, and refumes the old i 
Thus Chancer lives in younger Spen&r's (trains, 
Ib Maro's page reviving Ennius reigns j 
The ancient words the majefty cotftylefct, 
And make the poem venerably great :. 
So when the queen in royal habit *t drefv, ) 

Old myftic emblems grace tV imperial y*&, > 

And in Eliza's robes all Anna ftandr confefr. J 

A haughty bard, to fame by volumes raised, 
At Dick's, and Batfon's,. and through SmithficW* 

prais'd, • 
Cries out aloud— Bold Oxford bard*, forbear 
With rugged numbers to torment my ear j. 
Yet not like thee the heavy critic foars, 
But paints in fuftian, or in turn deplores ; 
With Bunyan's ftyle prophanes heroic longs. 
To the tenth page lean homilies prolongs j 
For far-fetched rhymes makes puzzled angeis ftnui 
And in low profe dull Lucifer complain j 
His envious Mufe, by native ctolnefs curft,. 
Damns the beft poems, and contrives the worir. 

Beyond his praife or blame thy works prevail 
Compleat where Drjdcn and thy Milton fail j 

Grt* 
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Great Milton's wing on lower theme? fubfitfes, 
And Dryden oft in rhyme his weafcnefs hides j 
You ne'er with jinglipg words deceive the ear, 
And yet, on humble fubjjpfls, great appear. 
Thrice happy youth, whom noWe Ifls crowns ! 
Whom BUckmoce cenfure*, and Qodolpfrin owns : 
So on the. tunefu] Margarita's tongue 
The liftening nymphs and ravilh'd heroes hung : 
But cits and fops the JJeayen-born mufic blame, 
And bawl, and hjfs, and damn her imp fame j 
Like her fweet voice, is thy hprmoniou* fbng; 
As high, as fweet, as eafy, and as ilrong. 

Oh I had relenting Heaven prolong'd his days, 
The towering bard had fung in nobler lays, 
How the laft try rape* wakes the lazy dead, 
How faints aloft the crofs triumphant fpread ; 
How opening Qeayena their happy regions flu>w j 
And yawning gulphs with flaming vengeance glpw $ 
And faints rejoice above, aji.d finnert howl below : 
Well might he fing the day he could apt feajy 
And paint the glories he was Aire to wear. 

Oh beft of friends, will ne'er the filent urn: 
To our juft vows the hapiefs youth return ? 
Muft he no more divert the tedious day ? 
Nor fparkling thoughts in antique words convey * 
No more to hamnlefs irony dtfeend; 
To noify fools a grave attention lend, 
Nor merry tales with learn'd quotations blend? 



i 



\ 



19 6 SMITH'S POEMS. 
No more in falfe pathetic phrafe complain 
Of Delia's wit, her charms, and her difdain ? 
Who now mall godlike Anna's fame diffufe ? • 
Muft (he, when moft me merits, want a Mufe f 
Who now our Twyfden's glorious fate /hall tell } 
How lov'd he liv'd, and how deplor'd he fell I 
How, while the troubled elements around, 
Earth, water, air, the Running din re found j 
Through ftreams of fmoke, and adverfe fire, he rides* 
While every (hot is level'd at his iides ? 
How, while the fainting Dutch remotely fire, 
And the fam'd Eugene's iron troops retire, 
In the firft front, am id ft a daughter" d pile, 
High on the mound he dyM near great Argyle* 

Whom (hall I find unbiafs'd in difpute, 
Eager to learn, unwilling to confute ? 
To whom the labours of my foul difclofe, 
Reveal my pleafure, or difcharge my woes ? 
Oh ! in that heavenly youth for ever ends 
The beft of fons, of brothers, and of friends. 
He facred Friend (hip's ftrifteft laws obey*d, 
Yet more by Confcienoe than by Friendfhjp fway'd ; 
Againft himfelf his gratitude maintained, 
By favours pad, not future profpects gainM-: 
Not nicely chooiing, though by all deiir'd, 
Though learn'd, not vain j and humble, though ad- 

mir'd : 
Candid to all, but to himfelf fevere, 
In humour pliant, as in life auftere. 

Awift 
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IN MEMORY OF MR. J, PHILIPS. 197 
, A wife content his {yen foul fecur'd, 
. By want not rtiaken, nor by wealth allurM. 
^To all fin cere,- though earned to commend, 
Could praife a rival, or condemn a friend. . 
To him old Greece and Rome were fully known. 
Their tongues, their fpirits, and their, ftyles, his own t 
Pleas'd the Ieaft fteps of famous men to view, 
Our authors' works, and lives, and foule, he knew j. 
Paid tp the learn'd and great the fame efteera, 
The one his pattern, and the one his theme : 
With equal judgment his capacious mind 
JWarm Pindar's .rage, and Euclid's xeafon joiVd. 
Judicious phyfic's noble art to gain 
All drugs and plants explpr'd, alas, in vain ! 
The drugs and plants their drooping matter failM, 
Not goodnefs now, nor learning aught avaii'd j 
Yet to the bard his Churchill?*: foul, they gave, 
And made him fcornthe, life.they could not fave : 

Elfe could he bear unmdv'd, the fatal gueft, 
The weight that all his fainting limbs opprcft, 
The coughs that ftruggled from his weary breaft.? 
Could he unmov'd approaching death fuftain ? 
Its flow advances, and its racking pain ? 
Could he ferene his weeping friends furvey* 
In his laft hours his eafy wit difplay, 
Like the rich fruit he lings, delicious in decay ? 

Once on thy friends look down, lamented made, 
And view the honours to thy allies paid j 
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Some thy lov'd dtf ft In Pitbtn ferae* fcnm*fAe> 
Others imiHortal epitabhs defign* 
With wit, aiid ftrenfcfch, that 6tAf fMds to thinei 
Ev'n I, though (low to touch" the pstiitfbl firings 
Awake frdta (lumber, and attempt to ftilg. 
'thee, Philips, th6€ dS$atriiig V^ hfdfUttft, 
And gentle Itis foft Cdmplaiiits rttttills $ 
Dormer lantent* affitdft At wa* ; sf aiat&s, 
And Cecil weeps in beailteotis Tliftdh*« aflfflu 
Thee, on the Pb, kind Sdmerjftf .b^!6ft«* f 
And ev'n that charming Icene His grtef feftfttes t 
He to thy lofs each mournful $t applies, 
Mindful of thee oh huge iTaburrius lies, \ 

But moft at Virgil's tomb his Iwelling /brroWs rtft. 

But yoii, his darling friend** lament ho taut* 
Difplay his fame, and h6t his fat* deplore | 
And let no tears from erring pity flow^ 
Fcr one that's bleft above, immortalized below. 



CHAJULBTTt 



c -a A n x. * T T u s 



pe&civalx,o sua 



£ too J 



CHARLETTUS PERCIVALLO 

HOR A dum nondum fonuit fecunda, 
Nee puer nigras tcpefecit undas, 
Acer ad notos calamus labores 

Sponte recurrit. 
Quid prius noftrk potiufve chartis 
Illinam I Cuinam vigil ante no&em 
Sole depulfam redeunte Scriptor 

Mitto falutem ? 
Tu meis chartis, bone Perci t ualU 9 
Unice dignus 5 tibi pe&us implet 
Non minor noftro novitatis ardor ; 

Tu quoque Scriptor* 
Derulit rumor (mihi multa defert 
Rumor) in fylvis modo te dedifle 
Furibus praedam, mediumque belli im- 

pune ftetiffe. 
Saucius num vivit adhuc Caballus 
Anne ? Ierneis potiora Gazis, 
An, tua vita Tibi chariora, 

Scripta fuperfunt ? 
Cui legis noftras, relegifque chartat ? 
Cui meam laudas generofitatem ? 
Quern meis verbis, mea nefcientem, 

Mane falutas* 
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PERCIVALLUS CHARLETTO SUGV 

OUALIS ambabus capiendus ulnis 
Limen attingit tibi gratus hofpes . . ^ 

Quum facras primum fubit aut relinqujt 

lfidis arces, j 

Qualis exultat tibi pars mamillae- . 
Laeva, quum cantu propriorc itrident 
Mifliles, & jam moneant adefle 

Cornua, chartas, 
Tale per noftrum jecur & medullas 
Gaudium fluxit, fimul ac recluii* 4 

Vinculis vidi bene literati 

Nomen amici. 
Obvios fures, uti fama vera* 
Rettulit, fenfi pavidus tremenfque j 
Sed fui, fumque, excipias timorem^ 

Caetera fofpes. 
Scire fi fylvam cupias pericli 
Confciam, & trifles nemoris tenebras,, 
Confulas lente tabulas parantem 

Te dvice Colutn. 
Flebilis legi miferanda doftt 
Fata pi&oris, fed & hoc iniqua 
Pamna confolor, fupereft perempto 

Rixont Wildgoofi. 
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Scribe 8ecurus, quid agit Senatus v 
<Juid Caput &crt\t gray* JLambetlanum, 
X&4i<:mtt Guildford^ q*kl habtnt novcfaot 

Dawksqne Dyercpt* 
Memeus, quondam tuus, epopmis 
Jenny jam vifrt, lacrimanfque narrat, 
Dura molit fucos, fubtto peremptum 

Puncre Rixon, 
Narrat (avertat Deus inquit omen) 
Hofpitem note periifte Mitr* ; 
Narrat iimnerfam jnrope ltmen orbit 

Flumine eymbans. 
"Narrat— at portis meus Hinton aftac* 
Nuncius Pricket redit, avocat me 
$ker*win 9 & fcribendtt alio reqtiirtmt 

Mille tabelte* 



PERCIVALLttS CHAfcLETTO SUO. *og 
Quae tamen metiam mulier labantem 
Fulciet ? niunus vetulae parentis, 
Anna praeftabit, nifi fors terni 

Hofpita Cygni. 
Laetus aecepi celere* vigere 
JPricketi planus, fimid ambulant! 
Plaudo Sberwino, pueroqtte B&ut 

Mitto falutem. 
Jenny, pohHinten, etinsitum tuoruitt 
Primus, ante omftes mini gratahnchw, 
-Qgi tibi totus vacat, $c vacablr, 

Nee vetat Vxor. 
Haec ego lufi properante Musi 
Jjf/but vatis mimerbs fecutto&, 
Si novi quid fit, melius docfebft 

Senno pedeibU. 
P. S. 
*• Coenitant raecuni Somites letiiae^ 
*' Multa qui de te memorant cuhiliofc 
*** Inter, & pulli, Wee Hterarum, 

+* Crus^ibimittUnt,^ 
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POCOCKIUS» 

DUM caede tellus luxuriat Ducura, 
Meum Po c C ki barb i ton exigis,. 
Manefque Mufara faftuofam 

Sollicitant pretiofiores. 
Alter virentum prorurat agmioa. 
Sonora Thracum, donaque Phiilidl 
Agat puellas, heu decoris 
Virginibus nimis invidenti. 
Te nuda Virtus, te Fidei pius 
Ardor ferendae, fan&aque Veritas 
Per faxa, per pontura, per hoftes 
Precipitant Afiae mifertum : 
Cohors catenis qua pia ftridulis 
Gemunt onufti, vel Aide trans finum 
Lu&antur a&a, pendulive 
Sanguine! s trepidant in uncis. 
Sentis ut edunt fibila, ut ardui 
Micant dracones, tigris ut horridos 
Intorquet ungues, ejulatque 
In madido crocodilus antra 
Vides lacunae fiilphure lividos 
Ardere flu&us, qua ftctit impiae 
Moles Gomorrhae mox procella 
Haufta rubra, pluviifque flammis : 
Quod ifta tellus fi fimiles tibi 
Si forte denos nutrierat Viros, 
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Adhuc ftetiffet, nee vibrato 
Dextra Dei tonuiffet igne. 
XJuin nunc requiris tecla virentia 
Nini ferocis, nunc Babe) arduum, 
Immane opus, crefcentibufque 
Vertice fideribus propinquum. 
Nequicquam : Amici difparibus ibnis 
Eludit aures nefcius artifex, • 
Linguafque miratur recentes 
In patriis peregrinus oris. 
Veftitur hinc tot fermo coloribus, 
<Quot tu, Pococki, diflimilis tui 
Orator tffcrs, quot viciflim 
Te memores celebrare gaudent. 
Hi non tacebunt quo Syriam fenex 
Percurrit seftu rapt us, ut arcibus 
Non jam fuperbis, & verendis 
Indoluit Solhnae ruinis. 
Qui s corda pulfans tunc payor hauferat 
Dolor quis arfit non fine gaudio, 
Cum bufta Chrifti provolutus 
Ambiguis lacrymis rigaret ! 
Sacratur arbos multa Pocockio, 
Locofque mo n ft ran s inquiet accola. 
Haec quercus Hofeam fupinum, 
Haec Britonem recreavit ornus. 
Hie audierunt gens venerabilem 
Ebraca Mofen, inde f ocockium 
Non ore, non annis minorem, 
Atque fuam didicere linguam. 
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Ac ficut albens perpetui wve 
Simtil favillas, & cincro fmu 
Eruftat ardenti y & prjuini* 
Contiguas rotat ^Btna gammmi 3, 
Sic te trementem, te jaivc fiajadidvn* 
Mens intus urget, mens agit igACH 
Sequi relu6lantem fc&fega 
Per tonitru, aereafqve nufce* 
Annon pavefcis, dum tuba pajlidw*: 
Ciet Sionem, dum tremulum polo 
Caligat aftrum, atquc Ukcub«Ati 
Terra nigrans tegttur fub mbrai 
Quod agmen ! heu quae tunna &qp%c&at 
Tremenda flam mis ! quis ftrepritantiwtt. 
Fli&us rotarum eft I O Pococki. 
Egregie, O anunofe Vuis 
Ifetcrprcs abftrufi, O fioiili fere 
Correpte flam ma, te, quotusagint 
Crucis notantur, te, &ba&0 
Chrifticolae gravis Ottomaanu* 
Gemens requirit, te Babylonii 
Narrant poetae, te pbaretris Ajabf > 
Plorat revulfis, &c fragoft* 
Jam gravior ierit toorror agros. 
Qua Gefta nondum cognita Ccfaris, 
Qua nee Matron** feripta, P0COCKIV& 
Ploratur ingens, Sc dolenda 
Ncftoreae brevkas ftneftse* 
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O D E, 

TOR THE YEAR 1705* 

L 

JANUS* did ever to thy wo nd e ring tyw, 
So bright a fcene of triumph rife f 
Did ever Greece or Rome fuch laurels wear. 

At crownM the hnlrafpicious year f- 
When firft at Blenheim ANNE her enfigns fpread> 
And Malboroughto the field the Ihouting fquadrons leo\ 

In vain the hills and ftreams oppofe, 
in vain the hoNew ground in fcithlefs hillocks rofe«. 
To the rough-Danube's winding more, 
His (hatter'd foes the conquering hers bore* 

H - 
They fee with flaring haggard' eyes 
The rapid torrent roll, the foaming billows rife$. 
Amaz'd* aghaft, they turn, but find, 
In Malborough's arras, a furer. fate behind*. 

Now his red fword aloft impends, 
Now on their (hrinking heads defcends t 
Wild and diftra&ed with their fears, 
They juftling plunge amidft die founding deeps j. 
The flood away the ftruggling fquadrons fweeps* 
And men, and arms, and horfes, whirling bears*. 
The frighted Danube to the fea retreats, 
The Danube foori the flying ocean meets, 
Hying the thunder of great ANNA'* fatl*. 
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III. 

Rooke on the fcas aflerts her fway, 
Flames o'er the trembling ocean play, 
And clouds of fmolce involve the day. 
Affrighted Europe hears the cannons roar, 
And Afric echoes from its diftant fliore. 
The French, unequal in the fight, , 
In force fuperior, take their flight. 
Factions in vain the hero's worth decry, 
In vain the vanquiuVd triumph, while they fly, 
IV. 
Now, Janus, with a future view, 
The glories of her reign furvey, 
Which fliall o'er France her arms difplay, 
And kingdoms now her own fubdue. 
Lewis, for oppreflion born 5 
Lewis in his turn, (hall mourn, 
While his conquer' d happy fwains, 
Shall hug their eafy wifiVd-for chains. 

Others, enflav'd by victory, 
Their fubje&s, as their foes, opprefs j 

ANNA conquers but to free, 
And governs hut to blefs. 
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THE 

PR E F AC E. ' 

IT will be to little purpofe, the Author prefumes, to 
offer ,any reafons, why the following poems appear 
in public ; for it is ten to one whether he gives the 
true j and if he does, it is much greater odds, whether 
the gentle reader is fo courteous as to believe him. He 
could tell the world, according to the laudable cuftom 
of Prefaces, that it was through the irrefiftible impor- 
tunity of friends, or ibme other excufe of ancient re- 
nown, that he ventured them to the prefsj but he 
thought it much better to leave every man to guefs for 
himfelf, and then he would be Aire to fatisfy himfelf i 
for, let what will be pretended, people are grown fo 
very apt to fancy they are always in the right, that, 
unlefs it hit their humour, it is immediately condemn- 
ed for a (ham and hypocrily. 

In (hart, that which wants an excufe for being in 
print, ought not to have been printed at all j but whe- 
ther the enfuing poems deferve to (land in that clafs, the * 
world muft have leave to determine. What faults die 
true judgment of the Gentleman may find out, it is to 
be hoped hit candour and good-humour will eafily 
pardon j but thofe which the peevifhnefs and ill-nature 
of the Critic may difcover, muft expect to be unmerci- 
fully ufed 1 Though, methinks, it is a very prepofte- 
rous pleafure, to fcratch other perfons till the hlawk 
comes, and then laugh at and r\d\ro\t &t&m% 
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Some perfons, perhaps, may wonder, how Thin$ 
this Nature dare come into the world without the \ 
lection of (bme great name, as they call it, and a 1 
fomeEpiftle Dedicatory to his- Grace, or Right Honou 
ble : for, if a Poem ftruts out under my Lord's Patr 
nage, the Author imagines it is nolefs thanfcandaU 
magnatum to diflike it ; efpecially if he thinks fit t 
tell the world, that this fame Lord is a perfon o, 
wonderful Wit and Understanding, a notable judge 
of Poetry, and a very confiderable poet himfelf. But 
if a Poem have no intrinfic excellencies, and red 
beauties, the greateft name in the world will never 
induce a man of fenfe to approve it; and if it has thenr, 
Tom Piper's is as good as my Lord Duke's 5 the only 
difference is, Tom claps half an ounce of fnuffinto 
the poet's hand, and his Grace twenty guineas : for, 
indeed there lies the ftrength of a great name, and tht 
greateft protection an Author can receive from it. 

To pleafe every one, would be a new thing ; and to 

write fo as to pleafe nobody, would be as new : for 

even Quarles and Withers have their admirers. The 

Author is not fo fond of fame, to defire it from the injo- 

licious Many j nor of fo mortified a temper, not to wifli 

\ from the difcerning Few. It is not the multitude of 

splaufes, but the good fcnfe of the applauders, which 

tablifhes a valuable reputation ; and if a Rymer or a 

mgreve fay it is well, he will not be at all folicitout 

w great the majority may be to the contrary. 

*oii»oii, Anno 1699. 
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T H B C H O I C E. 

IF Heaven the grateful liberty would give, 
That I .might choofe my method how to live ; 
And all thofe hours propitious Fate mould lend. 
In blifsful eafe and fatisfa&ion fpend j 

Near forae fair town I 'd have a private feat, 
Built uniform, not little, nor too great : 
Better, if on a riling ground it flood j 
On thU fide fields, on that a neighbouring wood* 
It (hould within no other things contain, 
But what are ufeful, neceflary, plain i 
Methinks 'tis naufeous $ and I 'd ne'er endure 
The needlefs pomp of gaudy furniture, 
A little garden, grateful to the eye j 
And a cool rivulet nm murmuring by s 
On whofe delicious banks a ftately row 
Of fliady limes, or fycamores, mould grow. 
At th* end of which a filent ftudy plac'd, 
Should be with ail the nobleft authors grac'd * 
Horace and Virgil, in whofe mighty lines 
Immortal wit, and folid learning, mines j 
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I M freely take* and, as I did poileft. 

The bounteous Author of my plenty biffs. . ■ 

I *d have a little vault, but always nWd 
With the beft wines each vintage, could afford. 
Wine whets the wit, improves its native ferce^ 
And gives a pleafant flavour to diftourtfe s 
By making all our spirits debonair, 
Throws off the lee*, the fedimeat of cane. 
But as the greuteft bleffing Heaven lends 
May be debauch'd, and ferve ignoble ends % 
So, but too oft, the grape's refreshing juke 
Does many mischievous eflfec~U produce* 
My houfe mould no fiich rude diforders know, 
As from high drinking confeqoently flow | 
Nor would I ufe wliat was ft> kindly given* ; 
To the di (honour of indulgent Heaven* 
If any neighbour came, he (hould be free* 
Us'd with refpe&» and not uneafy be, 
In my retreat, or to hunfelf -or me. 
What freedom, prudence, and right reafon gave, 
All men may, with impunity, receive 1 
But the leaft fwerving from their -rule *s too much | 
For what 's forbidden us, 't» death to much. 

That life may be more comfortable yet. 
And all my joys renVd, flncere, and great ) 
I 'd choofc two friends, whole company would bt 
A great advance-to my felicity : 
Well-born, of mimovr* foiled to my own, 
Diftrcet, and men as well as book* hay e known t 

a <*»' Bwtt^, 
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Brave, generous, witty, and exactly free 

From loofe behaviour, or formality : 

Airy and prudent 5 merry, but not light? 

Quick in difcerning, and in judging right t 

Secret they fhould be, faithful to their trull • 

In reafoning cool, ftrong, temperate, and juA : 

Obliging, open, without huffing, brare; 

Bride in gay talking, and in fober, grave * 

Clofe in difpute, but not tenacious j try'd 

By folid reafon, and let that decide : 

Not prone to luft, revenge, or envious hate j 

Nor bufy medlers with intrigues of ftate t 

Strangers to flander, and fworn foes to fpite t 

Not quarrelfome, but flout enough to fight $ 

Loyal, and pious, friends to Caefar ; true, 

£.s dying martyrs, to their Maker too* 

In their fociety I could not mifs 

iA. permanent, fincere, fubftantial Wife. *"• 

"'' Would bounteous Heaven once more indulge, I *i 

(For who would fo much fatisfa&ion lofe, [cboafc 

As witty nymphs, in converfation, give) 

Near fome obliging modeft fair to lives 

For there *s that fweetnefs in a female mind. 

Which in a man's we cannot hope to find j 

That, by a fecret, but a powerful art, % 

Winds up the fpring of life, and does impart i 

Frefh vital heat to the tranfported heart. J 

I M have her reafon all her paffion fway t 
Eafy in company, in private gay t 
Coy to a fop, to the deferving freej 5 
Still conftamt to herfclf, &n& \\&\a toe* 
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A foul (he fliould have for great a&ions fit j 
Prudence and wifdom to direct her wit : 
Courage to look bold danger in the face 5 
No fear, but only to be proud, or bafe $ 
Quick to advife, by an emergence preft, 
To give good counfel, or to take the beft. 
I *d have th* expreflion of her thoughts be fuch> 
She might not feem" referv'd, nor talk too much s 
That /hews a want of judgment, and of fenfcj 
More than enough is but impertinence* 
Her conduft regular, her mirth rehVd j 
Civil to ftrangers, to her neighbours kind t 
Averfe to vanity, revenge, and pride j 
In all the methods of deceit untry'd : 
So faithful to her friend, and good to all, 
No cenfure might upon her a£tk>n& fall t 
Then woulcl ev'n envy be compelled to fay, 
She goes the leaft of womankind aftray. 

To this fair creature J M fometimes retire j 
Her converfation would new joys infpire; 
Give life an edge fo keen, no furly care . 
Would vesture to affault my foul, or dare. 
Near my retreat, to hide one fecret fnare. 
But fo divine, fo noble a repair, 
I M feldom, and with moderation, tafte $ 
For higheft cordials all their virtue loft, 
By a too frequent and too bold a ufe ; 
And what would cheer the fpiriu in diftrefs^ 
Ruins our health, when taken to excefs. 
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I M be concerned in no litigious jar % 
BelovM by all, not vainly popular. 
Whatever affiftance I had power to bring, 
T* oblige my country, or to ferre my king. 
Whene'er they call, I *d readily afford 
My tongue, my pen, my counfrl, or my fword. 
Law-fuits I *d fhun, with aa much ftudjoua cai% 
As I would dens where hungry lions are j 
And rather put up injuries, than be 
A plague to him, who 'd be a plague to me, 
I value quiet at a price too great, 
To give for my revenge fo dear a rate s 
For what do we by all our buftle gain, 
But counterfeit delight for real pain r 

If Heaven a date of many years would give* 
Thus I 'd in pleafure, eafe, and plenty live. 
And as I near approached the verge of lift, 
Some kind relation (for I 'd have no wife) 
Should take upon him all my worldly care, 
Whilft I did for a better date prepare. 
Then I M not be with any trouble vex'd, 
Nor have the evening of my days perplex 'd § 
But by a filent and a peaceful death, 
Without a figh, refign my aged breath. 
And when committed to the duft, I M have 
Few tears, but friendly, dropt into my grave^ 
Then would my exit fo propitious be, 
All men Would wifh to live and die like me* 

101 



E *" 1 

-it 



JLOVE TRIUMPHANT OVER REASON 1 , 

=* A . VI S I ON, .. 

-* ^T^HQ* g1o*my thought*. difturb?d my anxious bra* 
** ■*• AJl the long n^iit A and droVe away my reft } 
i Juft a< the dawning day began to rife, 

A grateful, dumber cJqsM my waging eyes } 

* But aclive fancy to flrange regions flew, 
And brought Apprizing obje&s to my view* 

Methought X walk'd'in a delightful grove, 
The foft retreat of gods, when, gods make love. 
Each beauteous object «xy charm *d foul amaz'd* 

* And I on each with equal wonder gaa'd 3 
Nor knew whkh moft delighted : all was fine ; 
The noble prqdu& of fome Power Divine. 
But as I traveled tl?e obliging fl*ade 4 
Which myrtle, jeffaroiae , and rotes* made. 

I faw a perfon w&rie. cek&ial face : .. 

At firft declared her goddeft of the place: 

But I difcovar'dtwfcn approaching near* 

An afpeft full of beauty, but fttrere* 

$old aai «»)•$€ j every awful look 

Into my foul % iecret horror touck. * 

Advancing fonhef o*, (he made a. Hand, 

And beckon'd me 1. 1 % kneeling, k&'d her hand a 

Then thus be£i*~~~Brigfct Deity ! (for fo 

You are, no mortal feck petfe&ioitt know) 
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I may intrude j but bow I was convey'd 
To this ftrange place, or by what powerful aid t 
I *m wholly ignorant $ nor know I more, 
Or where I am, or whom I do adore. 
Inftruft me then, that I no longer may 
la darknefs ferve the goddefs I obey. 

Youth I flie reply'd, this place belong* to one, 
By whom you *U be, and thoufands are undone. 
Thefe pleafant walks, and all thefe fliady bowers, 
Are in the government of dangerous powers. 
Love 's the capricious mailer of this coaft ; 
This fatal labyrinth, where fools are loft. 
I dwell not here araidft thefe gaudy things, 
Whofe wort enjoyment no true pleafure brings | 
But have an empire of a nobler kind : ' 
My regal feat 's in the celeftial mind ; 
Where, with a godlike and a peaceful hand* 
I rule, and make thofe happy I command* 
For, while 1 govern, all within % s at reft ; 
No ftormy palfion revels in my breaft t 
But when my power is defpicable grown, 
And rebel appetites ufurp the throne, 
The foul no longer quiet thoughts enjoys | 
But all is tumult, and eternal noife. 
Know, youth 1 I *m Reafon, which you *ve oft ddpsrff 
I am that Reafon, which you never pris'd t 
And though my argument fuccefslefs prove, 
(For Reafon feeras impertinence in love) 
Yet 1 '11 not fee my charge (for all mankind 
Are to my guardianfhip by Heaven allign'd) 

In* 
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Into the grafp of any ruin run, ' .-•' 
That I can warn them of, and thcjr may Aran. 
Fly, youth, thefe guilty (hades j retreat in time, 
Ere your raiftake *s Converted to a crime : 
For ignorance no longer can atone, 
When once the error and the fault : is known. 
Vou thought perhaps, .as giddy youth inclines, 

Imprudently to value all that mines, 

In thefe retirements freely to poflels • ■ 
Tnte joy, and ftrong fubftantial happinefs : 
But here gay Folly keeps her court, and here, 
In crowds, her tributary fops appear; 
Who, blindly lavrftr of their golden days, 
Confume them all in her fallacious ways. 
Pert Love with tier, by joint comm'iifion, Hi let 
In this capacious realm of idle fools; 
Who, by falfe~ hearts, and popular deceits, 
The carelefs, fond, unthinking mortal cheats* 
*Tis eafy to defcend into the fnare, 
By the pernicious conduct of the fair; 
But faftfly to return from this abode, 
Requires the wit, the prudence of a god : 
Though you, who have not tailed that delight, 
Which only at a diftance charms your fight, 
May, with a -little toil, retrieve your heart : 
Which loft is fubjeft to eternal fmart. 
Bright Delia's beauty, Imuft needs confefs, 
Is truly great ; nor would I make it lefs : 
That were to wrong her, where (he merits moft ; 
hut dragons guard the fruit, and rocks the coaft. 
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And who would run, thajt'a rnodtiwAtly.wiffa 

A certain .danger, for a doubtful pria* ? 

If you roifcarry, you arc loft fi> far 

(For there *s no erring twice in love and war) 

You Ml ne'er recover* but muik always wear 

Thofe chain* you*U fod it difficult to- bear. 

Delia has, charms, J own ; fuch cbanout, would more 

Old age, and frozen irapotjenqe to love 2 

But do not venture, where fuch danger lie*} 

Avoid the fight of thole victorious eyes* 

Whofe poifonous rays do to the foul impart 

Delicious ruin, and a pleafing finart. 

You draw, infeanbly, denru&ioa. near | 

And love the danger, which you ought to fear* 

If the light pains you labour under now* 

Deftroy your eafe, and make your lpiriu bow | 

You '11 find them much more grievou* to. be hornet 

When heavier made by aa imperious scorn 1 

Nor can ycu hope, the will your paffion hear 

With fofter notions* or a kinder ear, 

Than thofe of other fwaina 5 who always found, 

She rather widened than clos'd up the wound* 

But grant, (he (hould indulge your flame, and gift 

Whatever you 'd a(k>.nay, ail you cam secern | 

The (hort-liv'd pleasure would fc quickly cloy t 

Bring fuch a weajc, and fuch a feeble joy* 

You M have but fmail encouragemt nt to boa& 

The tinfel rapture worth the pains it coft. 

Confider, Strcphon, (bberly of things* 

What ftrango inquietude* Love always brings ! 

Tfcf 



10VE TRIUMPHANT OVER REASON. %%% 
The foolifb fears, vain hopes, and jeafouues, 
Which ftill attend upon this fond difcafe s 
How you muft cringe and bow, fubmit and whine % 
Call every feature, every look, divine s 
Command each fentence with an humble (mile 5 
Though non&nfe, fwear it is a heavenly ftyle i 
Servilely rail at all me difapprovcs; 
Anji as ignobly flatter all flfe loves t 
Renounce your very fenfe, and iilent fit, 
While flie puts off impertinence for wit : 
Like fetting-dog, new whipp'd for fpringing game, 
You mud be made, by due correction, tame. 
But if you can endure the naufeous rule 
Of woman, do 5 love on, and be a fool. 
You know the danger, your own methods ufe $ 
The good or evil '3 in your power to choofe : 
But who 'd expeft a fhort and dubious blifs 
On the declining of a precipice 5 
Where if he flips, not fate itfelf can fave 
The falling wretch from an untimely grave ) 
Thou great dire&refs of our minds, faid I, 
We fafely on your dictates may rely 5 
And that which you have now fo kindly preft, 
Is true, and, without contradiction, beft t 
But with a fteady Tentence to control 
The heat and vigour of a youthful foul, 
While gay temptations hover in our light, 
And daily bring pew objects of delight, 
Which on us with furpming beauty fmile, 
Is difficult j but is a noble toil. ' 
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The beft may flip, and the moft cavtiou* fall % 
He *s more than mortal that ne'er err'4 at alk 
And though fair Delia has ray foul pofteft, 
I '11 chace her bright idea from my breaft i 
At leaft, I *11 make one eflay. If I fail* 
And Delia's charms o'er Reafon do prevail, 
I may be, fure, from rigid cenfures free. 
Love was my foe 5 and Love *s a deity. 

Then me rejoin'd j may you fuccefsful prove** 
Tn your attempt to curb impetuous Love : 
Then will proud paflion on her rightful lord. 
You to yourfelf, I to my throne reftor'd s 
But to confirm your courage, and inipire 
Your rcfolution with a bolder fire, 
Follow me, youth I I *1J (hew you that (hall move 
Your foul to curfe the tyranny of Love. 

Then (he conveyed roe to a difmal (hade, 
Which melancholy yew and cyprefs made; 
Where I beheld an antiquated pile 
Of nigged building in a narrow ifle j 
The water round it gave a naufeous fmell, 
Like vapours deeming from a fulphurous cell. 
The ruin'd wall, composed of ltinking mud, 
O'er- grown with hemlock, on fupporters flood; 
As did the roof, ungrateful to the view i 
'T was both an hofpital and bedlam too. 
Before the entrance, mouldering bones were fpread, 
Some (keletons entire, fome lately dead; 
A little rubbith loofely fcatter'd o'er 
Their bodies uninterr'd, lay round the door. 
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No funeral rites to any here were paid, 

But dead like dogs into the daft convey'd. 

From hence, by Reafon's conduit, I was brought, 

Through various turnings to a fpacious vault, 

Where 1 beheld, and *t was a mournful fight, 

Vait crowds of wretches all debarr'd from light, 

But what a few dim lamps, expiring, had j 

Which made the protyecl: more amazing fad. 

Some wept, fome rav'd, fome mufically mad : 

Some fwearing loud, and others laughing : Somt 

Were always talking 5 others always dumb* 

Here one, a dagger in his breaft, expires, 

And quenches with his blood his amorous fires t-. 

There hangs a fecond 5 and, not far remov'd, 

A third lies poifon'd, who falfe Celia lovM. 

All forts of madnefs, every kind of death* 

By which unhappy mortals lofe their breath, 

Were here exposM before my wandering eyes, , 

The fad effects of female treacheries 5 

Others I faw, who were not quite bereft 

Of fenfe, though very fmall remains were left, , 

Gurfmg the fatal folly of their youth, 

For trufting to perjurious woman's truth. 

Thefe on the left. Upon the right a view 

Of equal horror, equal mifery too; 
Amazing ! all employ \1 my troubled thoughts,-. 
And, with new wonder, new averfion brought. 
There I beheld a wretched, numerous throng . 
Of paie, lean mortals j fome lay ftretchM along 
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On beds of ftraw, difconfolate and poor ; 

Others extended naked on the floor j 

ExiTd from -human, pity, here they lie, 

And know no end of mifery till they die, 

But death, which comes in .gay and profperotis dayt 

Too foon y in time of mifery delays. 

Thefe dreadful fpe&acles -had fo much power 
I vow'd, and folemnly, ta love no more < 
For fure that dame is kindled from below* 
Which breeds fuch fad variety of woe. 

Then we defcended, by fome few degree*, 
From this ftupendous fccne of miferies j 
Bold Reaibn brought me to another cave, 
•Dark as the in mod chambers of the grave. 
Here, youth, ihe cry'd, in the acuteft pain, 
Thofe villains lie, who have their fathers flain 
StabbM their own brothers, nay, their friends to 

pleafe 
Ambitious, proud, revengeful miftreiTes- j 
Who, after all their fervices, preferred 
Some rugged, fellow of the brawny herd 
Before thofe wretches ; who, delpairing, dwell 
In agonies no human tongue can tell. 
Darknefs prevents the too amazing fight j 
And you may blefs the happy want of light. 
But my tormented ears were fiird with (ighs, 
Expiring groans, and lamentable cries, 
So very fad I could endure no more ; 
Methought I felt the miferies they bore. 

Tina 
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Then to my guide faid I, For pity now 
Gonduft me back 5 here I confirm my vow. 
Which, if I dare infringe, be this my fate,\ 
Tcrdie thus wretched, and repent too late. 
The charms of beauty I MI no more purfue t 
Delia, farewell, farewell for ever too. 

Then we return'd to the delightful grove ; ; 
Where Reafon ftill difiuaded me from Love. . 
You fee, (he cry'd, what mifery attends 
On Love, and where too frequently it ends' ; 
And let not that unweildy paflion fway 
Your foul, which none but whining fools' obey; . 
The mafculine, brave fpirit fcorns to own 
The proud ufurper of my facred throne.} ; 
Nor with idolatrous devotion pays • 
To the falfe god, or facrifice, or praifei 
The Sy fen's mufic charms the failor's ear j 
But he is ruin'd if he ftops to hear : 
And, if youliften, Love's harmonious voictv 
As much delights, as certainly deftroy*. 
Ambrofia mix'd with -Aconite may have 
A plealant tafte* but fends you to the grave : ■. 
For though the latent poifon-may be ftill . 
A while, it very feldom fails to kill. . 
But who *d partake the food of god*, to die. 
Within a day, or live in mifery ? • 
Who 'd eat with emperors, if o'er his head . 
A .poniard hung but by a fingle thread * ? • 
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Love's banquets are extravagantly fweet, 
And either kill, or forfeit, all that eatj 
Who, when the fated appetite is tir'd, 
E'en loath the thoughts of what they once admirM. 
You 've promised, Strephon, to forfake the charm* 
Of Delia, though (he courts you to her arms s 
And Aire I may your refohition trod $ 
You *11 never want temptation, but be juft. 
Vows of this nature, youth, mud not be broke; 
vYou 're always bound, though 't is a gentle yoke* 
Would men be wife, and my advice purfue, 
Love's conquefts would be fball, his triumphs few t 
For nothing can oppofe his tyranny, 
•With fuch a profpeft of fuccefs as I, 
Me he detefts, and from my prefence flies, 
Who knows his arts, and iiratagems defpife, 
By which he. cancels mighty WifdonTs rules. 
To make himfclf the deity of fools : 
Him dully they adore, him blindly ferve, 
Some while they 're fots, and others while they ftarrcj 
For thofe who under his wild conduct go, 
Either come coxcombs, or be makes them fa| 
His charms deprive, by their ftrange influence, 
The brave of courage, and the wife of fenfe : 
In vain phiioibphy would fet the mind 
At liberty, if once by him connVd : 
The fcholar's learning, and the poet's wit, 
A while may ftruggle, but at laft fubmit t 
Well-weigh'd refults and wife conclufions feem 
But empty chat, impertinence to hixnt 
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His opiates feize fo ftrongly 6*n the brain, 

They make all prudent application rain i 

If, therefore, yon refolve to live at cafe, 

To tafte the fweetnefs of internal peace 5 

Would not -for fafety to a battle fly, 

Or choofe a ihipwreck, if afraid to die ; 

'Far from thefe pleafurable (hades remore, 

And leave *he fond, inglorious toil of Lore, 
This faid, me raniuVd, and methought I f oun 

Myfelf tranfported to a rifing ground j 

From whence I did a pleafant rale furrey, 
Large was the profpett, beautiful, and gay, 

There I beheld th' apartments of delight, 
Whofe curious forms oblig'd the wondering fight | 
Some in full riew upon the champain placM, 
With lofty walls and cooling ftreams embraced t 

Others, in ihady groves, retir'd from noife, 

The feat of prira£e and exalted joys. 

At a great di (lance I perceir'd there flood 

A (lately building in a fpactous wood, 

Whofc gilded turrets rais'd their beauteous heads 

High in the air, to view the neighbouring meads, 

Where vulgar lovers fpend their happy days. 

In ruftic dancing, and delightful plays. 

But while I gaz*d with admiration round, 

I heard from far cceieftial mafic found : 

So foft, fo moving, fo harmonious, all 

The artful charming notes did rife and fall j 

My foul, tranfported with the graceful airsy 

Shook off the preffures of its form** fern \ 
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I felt afreih the little god begin 

To ftir himfelf, and gentle move within. 

Then I repented I had vow'd no more • 

To love, or Delia** beauteous eyes adore. 

Why am I now condemned to bani foment, 

And made an exile, by my own confent I 

I fighing cry'd, why fhould I live in pain 

Thofe fleeting hour* which ne'er return again I 

O Delia ! what can wretched Strephon do 1 

Inhuman to himfelf, and falfe to you 1 

*T it true, I We promised Reafon to remove 

From thefe retreats, and quit bright Delia's lore t 

But is not Reafon partially unkind ? 

Are all her votaries, like me, confined ? 

Muft none, that under her dominion live, 

To Love and Beauty veneration give ? 

Why then flid Nature youthful Delia grace 

With a majeftic mien, and charming face ? 

Wn\ did fhe give her that furprizing air j 

Make her fo gay, fo witty, and fo fair j 

Miftrefs of all that can affection move, 

If Reafon will not fuffer us to love ? 

But, fince it muft be fo, I Ml hafte away j 

'T is fatal to return, and death to flay* 

From you, bleft fhades ! (if I may call you io 

Inculpable*} with mighty pain I go : 

Compel I'd from hence, I leave my quiet here j. 

I may find fafety, but I buy it dear. 

Then turning round, I faw a beauteous boy, 
Such as of old were meffengers of joy t 
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Who art thou, or from whence ? if fent, faid T, 
To me, my hafte requires a quick reply. 

I come, he cry'd, from yon coeleftial grove, 
Where ftands the temple of the God of Love } 
With whofe important favour you are graced, 
And juftly in his high protection plac'd : 
Be grateful, Strephon, and obey that god, 
Whofe fceptre ne'er is chang'd into a rod : 
That god, to whom the haughty and the proud, 
The bold, the braved;, nay, the beft, have bow'd"* 
That god, whoi#all the letter gods adore i 
Firft in exigence, and the firft in power. 
From him I come, on embafly divine, 
To tell thee* Delia, Delia may be thine ; 
To whom all beauties rightful tribute payj* 
Delia, the young, the lovely, and the gay* 
If you dare pufti your fortune, if you dare 
But be refolv'd, and prefs the yielding fair,, 
Succefs and glory will your labours crown % 
For Fate does rarely on the valiant frown. 
But, were you fure to be unkindly us'd, 
Boldly receiv'd, and fcornfully refus'd \ 
He greater glory and more fame obtains, 
Who lofes Delia, than who Phyllis gains. 
But, to prevent all fears that may arifc, 
(Though fears ne'er move the daring and the wile) x 
In the dark volumes of eternal doom, 
Where all things paft, and prefent, and to come, 
Are writ, I faw thefe words—" It is decreed* 
" That Strephon's love to Delia ftia\\ fowfc&% 
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What would you more ? While youth and vieswb 
Love, and be happy 3 they decline too raft. 
In youth alone you 're capable to prove 
The mighty tranfports of a generous love 1 
For dull old-age, with fumbling labour, cloys 
Before the blifs, or gives but withered joys. 
Touth 'a the beft time for action mortals have z 
That paft, they touch the confines of the grave. 
Now, if you hope to lie in Delia* s arms. 
To die in raptures, or diiTolve in charms, 
Quick to the blifsful, happy maniionstly, 
Where all is one continued extafy. 
Delia impatiently expects you there x 
And fure you will not difappoint the fair. 
None but the impotent or old would ftay, 
When Love invites, and Beauty calls away. 

Oh ! you convey, faid I, dear charming boy. 
Into my foul a ftrange diforder'd joy. 
I would, but dare not, your advice purfue j 
I 've promised Reafon, and I muft be true, 
Reafon 's the rightful emprefs of the lbul ; 
Does all exhorbitant defires control j 
Checks every wild excurfion of the mind, 
By her wife dictates happily connVd : 
And he that will not her commands obey, 
Leaves a fafe convoy in a dangerous fea. 
True, I love Delia to a vaft excefs, 
But I muft try to make my pafllon lefs : 
Try if I can, if poflible, I will, 
For I have vow'd, and mud that vow fulfil. 
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Oh ! had I not, with, what a vigorous flight 
■ Could I purfue the quarries of delight I 
How could I pre& fair Delia in thefe anas, 
Till I diffolv'd inlaye, and the in cbarma ! 
But now no more muA I her beauties view * 
Yet tremble at her thoughts to leave her too. 
What would i give, I might my flame allow I 
But 't' is forbid l?y Reafon, and a vow } 
Two mighty obitacle^ ; though Love of old 
Has broke through greater, ftronger powers control'd* 
Should I offend, by high example, taught, 
*T would not be an inexpiable fault, 
The crimes of malice have found gracu above, 
And Aire kind Heaven will fpare the crimes of Lavs* 
Could'ik thou, my angel, but inftruft me how 
I might be happy, and not break my vow 5 
Or, by fome fubtle art, diffolve the chain f 
You r d foon revive my dying hopes again. 
Reafon and ^ove, I knqw, coulcj ne'er agree $ 
Both would command, and both fuperiqr be. 
Reafon J s fupported by the finewy force 
Of folid argument, and wife difcourfe? 
But Love pretends to ufe no other arms 
Than foft impreflions, and perfuafive, charms. 
One mud be difobey'd $ and Hxall I prove 
A rebel to my Reafoa, or tcsLqve ? 
But then, fuppofe I ihould my flame purfue, 
Delia may be unkind, and faithlefs too j 
.Reject my paiHon with a proud diftfoia, 
. And.fcowvthe, Jove, gf Ajcl* an »W>W« fwuift v 
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Then mould I labour under mighty grief, 

Beyond all hopes or profpect of relief. 

So that, raethinks, 't is fafer to obey 

Right Reafon, though flit bears a rugged (way, 

Than Love's foft rule, whofe fubje£ts undergo* . 

Early or late, too fad a (hare of woe* 

Can I f© foon forget that wretched crew, . 

Reafon juft now expos'd before my view?* 

If Delia mould be cruel, I muft be 

A fad partaker of their railery. 

-But your encouragements fo ftrongly more, 

I *m aim oil tempted to purfue my love : 

For Aire no treacherous defigns mould dwell ' 

In one that argues and perfuades fo well $ 

For what could Love by my deftru&ion gain f : 

Love 's an immortal god/ and f a fwain j 

And fure I may without fufpicion truft- 

A god, for gods can never be unjufc 

Right you conclude, reply'd the fmiling boy ; 
Love ruins none, 't is men themfelves deftroy : 
And thofe vile wretches which you lately faw, 
Tranfgrefs'd his rules, as well as Reafon's law. 
They 're not Love's fubje'&s, but the (laves of Luft; 
Nor is their puniihment fo great as juft- 
For Love and Lu(r eflentially divide, 
Like day and night, Humility and Pride } 
One darknefs hides, t' other does always mine } 
This of infernal make, and that divine, 
Reafon no generous paflion does oppofe ; 
'T is iAift (not Love) and Reafon that are f<*t. 
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Bhc bids you.fcorn a bafe inglorious flame, 
Black as the gloomy (hade from whence it came s 
In this her precepts fliould obedience find-; 
But yours is not of that ignoble kind. 
You err in linking flie would difapprove 
The brave purfuit of honourable love : 
And therefore judge what 's harmlefs an offence^ 
Invert her meaning, and miftake her fenfe. 
She could notfucb infipid counfel give, 
As not to love at ail ; His not to live ; 
But, where bright virtue and true beauty lies, 
And that in Delia, charming Delia's eyes. 
Could you contented fee th' angelic maid 
In old Alexis' dull embraces laid ? 
Or rough-hewn Tityrus poflfefs thofe charms, 
Which are in heaven, the heaven of Delia's arms? 
Confider, youth, what tranfport you forego, 
The moft intire felicity below j 
Which is by fate alone refeyvM'fbr you : 
Monarchs have been deny'd ; for monarchs fire. 
I own 't is difficult to gain the prize j 
Or 't would be che?p and low in noble eyes » 
But there is one foft minute, when the mind 
Is left .unguarded, waiting to be kind ; 
Which the wife lover understanding right, 
Steals in like day upon the wings of light. 
Youairge your vow, but can thofe vows prevail, 
Whofe firft foundation and whofc reafon fail ? 
You vow'd to leave fair Delia 5 but you thought 
Your paflion was a crime, your flame a fault. 
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But fmcc your judgment err'd, it has no fores 
To bind at all, but is diflblv'd of oourfe $ 
And therefore hefitate no longer here, 
But banifh all the dull remains of rear. . 
Dare you be happy, youth ? but dare, and be $; 
I '11 be your convoy to the charming fhe. 
What! ftill irrefolute ? debating ftill * 
View her, and then forfake her if you will. 

Ill go, faid I j once more I *11 venture all j^ 
'T is brave to perifh by a noble fall. 
Beauty no mortal can refift ; and Jove 
Laid by his grandeur, .to indulge. bis love* 
Reafon, if I do err, my crime forgive t - 
Angels alone without offending live* 
I go aftray but as the wife have done j 
And aft a folly which they did not ftiun. 

Then we, defcending to a fpacious plain, . 
Were foon faluted by a numerous train 
Of happy lovers, who confum'd their hours, 
With conftant jollity, in fhady bowers. 
There I beheld the bleft variety 
Of joy, from all corroding troubles free s 
Each follow'd his own fancy to delight $ 
Though all went different ways, yet all went right. , 
None err'd, or mifs'd the happinefs he fought j 
Love to one centre every twining brought. 
We pafs'd through numerous plea fan t fields and glides, 
By murmuring fountains, and by peaceful /hades ; 
Till we approached the confines of the wood, 
Where mighty Love's immortal temple flood j 

Round 
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y Hound the coeleftial fane, in goodly rows. 
And beauteous order, amorous myrtle grows 3 
Beneath whofe (hade expe&tng lovers wait 
For the kind minute of indulgent fate : 
Each had his guardian Cupid, whofe chief care^ 
By fecret motions, was to warm the fair j 
To kindle eager longings for the Joy $ 
To move the (low, and to incline the coy* 

The glorious fabric charm'd my wondering fight} 
Of vail; extent, and of prodigious height : 
The cafe was marble, but the poliuVd fton* 
With fuch an admirable luftre (hone, 
As if fome architect divine had drove 
T' outdo the palace of imperial Jove $ 
The ponderous gates of mafly gold were made, 
With di'monds of a mighty (ize inlaid 5 
Here flood the winged guards, in order placM, 
With mining darts and golden quivers graced x 
As we approach' d, they clapp'd their joyful wings, 
And cry'd aloud, Tune, tune your warbling (brings j 
The grateful youth is come, to facrifice 
At Delia's altar to bright Delia's eyes t 
With harmony divine his foul infpire, 
That he may boldly touch the facred fire j 
And ye that wait upon the bluming fair, 
Coeleftial incenfe and perfumes prepare j 
While our great god her panting bofom warms, 
Refines her beauties, and improves her charms. 
Entering the fpacious dome, my ravinVd eye* 
A wondrous fcene of glory did furprise 1 
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The riches, fymmetry, and brightnefs, all 
Did equally for admiration call j 
But the defcription is a labour fit 
For none beneath a laureat angePs wit. 
Amidft the temple was an altar made 
Of folid gold, where adoration 's paid j 
Here I performed the ufual rites with fear, 
Not daring boldly to approach too near ; 
Till from the god a fmiling Cupid came, 
And bid me touch the confecrated flame : 
Which done, my guide my eager ftepa convey'd 
To the apartment of the beauteous maid. 
Before the entrance was her altar rais'd, 
On pedeftals of poliih'd marble plac'd, 
By it her guardian Cupid always ftands, 
Who troops of miiiionary Loves command : 
To him, with foft addrefles all repair : 
Each for his captive humbly begs the fair t 
Though ftill in vain they importun'd j for he 
Would give encouragement to none but me. 
There ftands the youth, he cry'd, rauft take a blifs, 
The lovely Delia can be none but his ; 
Fate has fele&ed him ; and mighty Love 
Confirms below what that decrees above. 
Then prefs no more j there 's not another fwain 
On earth, but Strephon, can bright Delia gain. 
Kneel, youth, and with a grateful mind renew 
Your vows j fwear you '11 eternally be true. 
But if you dare be falfe, dare perjur'd prove, J 

You Ml find, in Aire revenge, affronted Love f 

Af hot* ar fierce, as terrible, as Jov«# 3 

Hear 



LOVE TRIUMPH ANT OVER REASON. *4§ 
Hear me, ye gods, faid I, now hear me fwear, 
By all that *s facred, and by all that *s fair I 
If T prove falfe to Delia, let me fall 
The common obloquy, condemn *d by all ! 
Let me the utmoft of your vengeance try $ 
ForcM to live wretched, and unpity'd die I 

Then he exposed the lovely deeping maid,, 
Upon a couch of new-blown rofes laid. 
The blu (hing colour in her cheeks exprefs'd 
What tender thoughts infpir'd her heaving breaft. 
Sometimes a figh half-fmother'd ftole away; 
Then fhe would Strephon, charming Strephon, fay j. 
Sometimes me, fmiling, cryM, You love 'tis true j 
But will, you always, and be faithful too ? 
Ten thoufand graces pi ay'd about her face j 
Ten thoufand charms attending every grace : - 
Each admirable feature did impart 
A fecret rapture to my throbbing heart. 
The nymph * imprifon'd in the brazen tower,\ 
When Jove defended in a golden mower, 
Lefs belutifuj appear: d, and yet her eyes 
Brought dawfe that god from the neglected flues.- 
So moving, 'fo'traafporting was the fight ; 
So much a goddefs Delia feem*U, fo bright; 
My raviftTd foul, with fecret wonder fraught, 
Lay all diffblv'd in extafy of thought. 

Long time I gaz'd : but, as I trembling drew 
Nearer, to make a more obliging view, 
It thunder' d foud, and the ungrateful noife 
Wak'd me, and put an end to all my jdyu- * 
# Danae, 
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THE FORTUNATE COMPLAINT, 

AS Strephon, in a wither'd cyprefs (hade, 
For anxious thought and fighing lovers made, 
Revolving lay upon his wretched ftate, 
And the hard ufage of too partial Fate ; 
Thus the fad youth complain'd : Once happy Twain, 
Now the moft abjeft (hcpherd of the plain ! 
Where *s that harmonious concert of delights 
Thofe peaceful days, and pleafurable nights, 
That generous mirth and noble jollity, 
Wh?ch gaily made the dancing minutes flee ? 
Difpers'd and baniuVd from my troubled breail • 
Nor leave me one fhort interval of reft. 

Why do I profecute a hopelefs flame, 
And play in torment fuch a lofing game ? 
All things confpire to make my ruin fure : 
When wounds are mortal, they admit no cure. 
But Heaven fometimes does a miraculous thing. 
When our laft hope is juft upon the wing ; 
And in a moment drives thofe clouds away, 
Whofe fullen darknefs hid a glorious day. 

Why was I born, or why do I furvive $ 
To be made wretched only, kept alive ? 
Fate is too cruel in the harm decree, 
That I muft live, yet live in mifery. 
Are all its pleafing happy moments gone f 
Muft Strephon be unfortunate alone r 

Of 
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On other lwains it lavifhly beftows ; 
On them each nymph neglected favour throws « 
They meet compliance ftill in every face* 
And lodge their paflions in a kind embrace j 
Obtaining from the (oft incurious maid 
True love for counterfeit, and gold for lead* 
Succefs on Maevius always does attend 5 
Inconstant fortune is his conftant friend : 
He levels blindly, yet the mark does hit; 
And owes the victory to chance, not wit. 
But, let bim conquer ere one blow he ftruck $ 
I *d not be Maevius, to have Maevius's luck. 
Proud of my fate, I would not change my chain* 
For all the trophies purring Maevius gains.; 
But rather ftill live Delia 's ilave, than he 
Like Maevius filly, and like Maevius free. 
But he is happy loves the common road $ 
And, pack-horie like, jogs on beneath his load* 
If Phillis peeviih or unkind does prove, 
It ne'er difturbs his grave mechanic love, 
A little joy his languid flame Contents, 
And makes him eafy under all events. 
But when a paflion 's noble and fublime, 
And higher ftill would every moment climb j 
If 't is accepted with a juft return, 
The fire *s immortal, will for ever burn ; 
And with fucfa raptures iUle the lover's brea#, 
That iaints in paradife are fcarce more bleft. 

But I lament my miferios in rain ; 
For Delia bears me, pitilefs, com^laixu 

R a %*«* 
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Suppofe fhe pities, and believes me true, 

What ratisfa&ion can from thence accrue, 

Unlefs her pity makes her love me too ? 

Perhaps (he loves ft is but perhaps, I fear, 

For that's a blefling can't be bought too dear) 

If (he has fcruples that oppofe her will, 

I muft, alas ! be miferable ftill. 

Though, if (he loves, thofe fcruples foon will fly* 

Before the reafoning of the Deity : 

For, where Love enters, he will rule alone, 

And fufFer no copartner in his throne 5 

And thofe falfe arguments that would repel 

His 'high injunctions, teach us to rebel. 

What method can poor Strephon then propound^ 
To cure the bleeding of his fatal wound, 
If (he, who guided the vexatious dart, 
Refolves to cherifh and increafe the fmart * 
Go, youth, from thefe unhappy plains remove,. 
Leave the purfuit of unfticcefsfui love t 
Go, and to foreign- fwains thy griefs relate, 
Tell them the cmelty of frowning Fate ; 
Tell them the noble charms of Delia's mind, 
Tell them how fair, but tell them how unkind; 
And when few years thou haft in forrow fpent 
(For fure they cannot be of large extent) 5 
In prayers for her thou lor'ft, refign thy breathy 
And blefs the minute gives thee cafe and death. 

Here patis'd the fwain— when Delia driving br 
Her bleating flock to fane frelh pafture nigh* 

S Vj 
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By Love directed, did her fteps convey 
Where Strephon, wrapp'd in filent forrow, lay, 
As foon as he perceiv'd the beauteous maid, 
He rofe to meet her, and thus, trembling, faid s 

When humble fuppliants would the gods appeafe, 
And in fevere afflictions beg for eafe, 
With conftant importunity they fue, 
And their petitions every day renew 5 * 
Grow frill more earneft as they are deny'd, 
Nor one well-weigh'd expedient" leave untry'd, 
Till Heaven thofe bleffings they enjoyM before, 
Not only does return, but gives them more. 

O* do not blame me, Delia 1 if I prefs 
So much, and with impatience, for redrefs. 
My ponderous griefs no eafe toy foul allow $ 
For they are next t' intolerable now : 
How (hall I then fupport them, when they grow 
To an excefs, to a diftra&ing woe ? 
Since you 're endowed with *celeftial mind. 
Relieve like Heaven, -and like the gods be kind. 
Did you perceive the torments I endure, 
Which you firft caus'd, and you alone can cure. 
They would your virgin foul to pity move, 
And pity may at laft be changed to love. 
Some fwains, I own, irnpofe upon the fair, 
And lta<jl th? incautious maid into a fnare $ 
But let them fuflfer for their perjury, 
And do not punifh others crimes with me* 
If there 's fo many of our fex untrue, 
Yours ihould more kindly ufe the faithful few \ 

R 3 Ttawfr 
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Though innocence too oft incurs the fate 
Of guilt, and clears itfelf fometimes too late* 

Your nature is to tendernef9 inclined j 
And why to me, to me alone unkind ? 
A common love, by other perfons /hewn, 
Meets with a full return; but mine has none ? 
Nay, fcarce bclievM, though from deceit as free 
As angels flames can for archangels be. 
A paflion feign'd, at no repulfe is grieved, 
And values little if it ben't rcceiv'd : 
But, lcve fin cere refents the fmallcffc fcorn, 
And the unkindnefs docs in fecret mourn. 

Sometimes I pleafe myfelf, and think you are 
Too good to make me wretched by defpair : 
That tenderncfs, which in your foul is plac , d > 
Will move you to companion fure at laft. 
But, when I come to take a fecond view 
Of my own merits, I defpond of you : 
For what can Delia, beauteous Delia, fee» 
To raife in her the leaft efteem for me : 
I Ve nought that can encourage my addrefs 5 
My fortune *s little, and my worth is lefs ; 
But, if a love of the fublimeft kind 
Can make im pre (Bon on a generous mind' ; 
If all has real value .that *s divine, 
There cannot be a nobler flame than mine. 

Perhaps you pity me ; I know you mutt* 
And my affection can no more diftruft : 
But what, alas ! will helplefs pity do r 
You pity, but you may defpife me too* 

Still 
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Still I am wretched if no more you give, 

The ftarving orphan can't on pity live : 

He muft receive the food for which he cries, 

Or he con fumes 5 and, though much pity'd, dies*. 

My torments ftill do with my paflion grow 5 
The more I love, the more I undergo. ■- ; 

But fuffer me no longer to remain 
Beneath the preflure of fo vaft a pain. 
My wound .requires fome fpeedy remedy : • 

Delays are fatal, when defpair is nigh. » 

Much I *ve endur'd, much more than I can tell t 
Too much, indeed, for one that loves Co well. 
When will the end of all my forrows be ? 
Can you not love ? I 'm fure you pity me. 
But, if I muft new miferies fuftain, 
And be cbndemn'd to more and ftronger pain^ 
I Ml not accufe you, fince my fate is fucb, 
I pleafe too little, and I love too much. 

StrepTion, no more; the blufhing Delia faidj 
Excufe the conduct of a timorous maid : : 

Now I *m convinc'd your love *s fublime and truej 
Sueh'as' I always wifh'd to fincj in you. , 

Each kind expreflion, every tender though f, 
A migtfty tranfport in my bofom wrought : ' 

And tlrough in fecret I your flame approv'd, 
I figh'd* and griev'd, but durft not own I lov.'iji" ' 
Though now — O Strepjioji ! be fo kind to guett, '." 
What fhame will not aljow me confefs. 

The youth J encompafs'd wjth a joy fo bngHf,' _'*. 
Had hardly ftrength to bear the vaft. delight | ' ."* . 
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By too fublime an extafy poflfeft, 
He trembled, gaz'd, and clafp'd her to his breaft; 
AdorM the nymph that did his pain remove, 
Vow'd endlefs truth, and cverl ailing love. 

STREPHON'S LOVE FOR DELTA JUSTIFIED. 

IN AN EPISTLE TO CELADON. 

ALL men have follies which they blindly trace 
Through the dark turnings of a dubious maze. 
But happy thofe, who, by a prudent care, 
Retreat betimes from the fallacious fnare. 

The eldelt fons of Wifdom were not free 
From the fame failure you condemn in me : 
They lov'd, and, by that glorious paffion led* 
Forgot what Plato and themfelves had faid. 
Love triumphed o'er thofe dull, pedantic rules, 
They had collected from the wrangling fchoola. 
And made them to his noble fway fubmit, 
In fpite of ail their learning, ait, and wit : 
Their .grave, ftarch'd morals, then unufeful jmtoyM^ 
Thefe dufty characters he foon.remov'd ; 
For, when liis fliining fquadrons came in view, 
Their boafted rtafon murmur'd, and withdrew 4 
Unable, to oppofe. their mighty force 
With phlegmatic refolves, and dry difcourfe, 

Ifj -as the wifeft of the wife have err'd,, 
1 go aftray, and am condemned unheard 4 
*My faults you too feverely reprehend, 
JMbre like a jrigid cenfor than a friend* 
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(Love is the monarch paflion of the mind, 
(Knows no foperior, by no laws confin'd, 
But triumphs ftill, impatient of control, 
*©*er all the .proud endowments of the foul. 

You own'd my Delia, friend, divinely fair, 
When in the bud her native beauties were ; 
Your praife did .then her early charm* confefs, 
Yet you 'd perfuade me to adore her tab* 
You but the non-age of her beauty faw, 
But might from thence fublime ideas draw, 
And what (he is, by what (he was, conclude 4 
•For now (he governs thofe (he then fubdued. 

Her afpeft noble and mature is grown, 
.And every charm in its full vigour known. 
There we may wondering view, diftin&ly writ, 
The lines of goodneft, and. the narks of wit 4 
;Each feature, .emulous of pleating raoft, 
Does juftly fome peculiar fweetnefs boaft ; 
.And her compofure 's of fo fine a frame, 
;Pride cannot hope to mend, nor Envy blame* 

When the immortal Beauties of the flues 
Contended naked for the golden prise, 
The apple had not fair* to Venus* (hare* 
Had I been Park, and my Delia there j 
In whom alone "we vail their graces find, 
The moving gaiety of Venus, jott'd 
With Juno's afpe&, and Minerva's mind. 

View both thofe nymphs whom other fwalns adore, 
You '11 value charming Delia ftill the more. 

<Don»da<$ 
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Dorinda's mien *s majeftic, but her mind 
Is to revenge and peeviihnefs inclined x 
Myrtylla *s fair i and yet Myrtylla "s proud t 
Ch!oe has wit ; but noify, vain, and loud ^ 
Melania.doats upon the fiilyeit things j 
Ax\'.\ yet Melania like an angel lings. 
But in njy Delia all endowments meet, 
All that is juft, agreeable, or fxvect j 
All that can piaife and admiration move, 
All that the wife ft and the brave ft love. 

In all difcourfe ihe *s appofite and gay, 
And ne'er wants fomething pertinent to foyj 
For, if the fubjett 's of a ferious kind, 
Her thoughts are manly, and her fenfe refin'd £ 
But if divcrtive, her expreflion *s fit, 
Good language, join'd with inoffenfive wit 3 
So cautious always, that (he ne'er affords 
An idle thought the charity of words. 

The vi«es common to her fex can find 
No room, ev'en in the fuburbs of her mindf 
Concluding wifely fhe 's in danger ftill, 
From the mere neighbourhood of induftrious ill. 
Therefore at.diftance keeps the fuhile foe, 
Whofe near approach would formidable grew y 
^Vhile the unwary virgin is undone, 
And meets the mifery which {he ought to flron. 

Her wit is penetrating, clear, and gay 9 
But let true judgment and right reafon faay ; 
Modcftly bold, and quick to apprehend- ; 
jPxompt in replies, but cautious to offend* 
5 
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Her darts are keen, but level'd with fuch care^ 
They ne'er fall fhort, and feldom fly too far: 
For when fhe raillies 't is with- fo much art, 
We blufh with pleafure, and with rapture fmart* 
* O, Celadon ! you would my flame approve,. 
Did you but hear her talk of love; 
That tender pafllon to her fancy brings t 

The prettieft notions, and the fofteft things j, 
"Which are by her fo movingly expreft, 
They fill with cxtafy my throbbing bread. 
'Tis then the charms of eloquence impart 
Their native glories unimprov'd by art : 
By what-fhe lays I meafure things above,. 
And guefs the language of feraphic love. 
To the cool bofom of a peaceful made, 
By fome wild beech or lofty poplar made, 
When evening comes, we fecretly repair 
To breathe in private, and unbend our care : 
Anc} while our flocks in- fruitful paftures feed*. 
Some well-defign'd, inftru&ive poem read 5 
Where ufeful morals, with foft numbers join*d r 
At once deligh* and cultivate the mind : 
Which are by her to more perfection brought, 
By wife remarks upon the poet's thought j 
So well fhe knows the ftamp of eloquence, 
The empty found of words from folid fenfe* 
The florid fuftia$ of a rhyming fpark, 
Whofe random arrow ne'er comes near the mark, 
Can't on her judgment be impos'd, and'pafs 
For fhndard gold, when 't is but gilded brafs. 
1 o& 
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Oft in tire walks of an adjacent grove, 
Where firft we mutually engagM to lore, 
She fmiling auVd me, Whether I *d prefer 
An humble cottage on the plains with her, 
Before the pompous building of the great j 
And find content in that inferior ftate ? 
Said I, The queftion you propofe to me, 
Perhaps a matter of debate might be, 
. Were the degrees of my affection lefs 
Than burning martyrs to the gods exprefs. 
In you I *ve all I can defire below, 
That earth can give me, or the gods beftow 5 
And, bled with you, I know not where to find 
A fecond choice, you take up all my mind* 
I 'd not forfake that dear, delightful plain. 
Where charming Delia, Love and Delia reign, 
For all the fplendor that a court can give, 
Where gaudy fools and bufy ftatefmen live. 
Though youthful Paris, when his birth was kn< 
(Too fatally related to a throne) 
Forfook Oenone, and his rural fports, 
For dangerous greatnefs, and tumultuous court) 
Yet Fate mould ftill offer its power in vain j 
For what is power to fuch an humble fwain ? 
I would not leave my Delia, leave my fair, 
Though half the globe (hould be afign'd my Am 
And would you have me, friend, reflect again. 
Become the bafeft and the worft of men f 
O, do not urge me, Celadon j forbear { 
J cannot te* \e *t too charming fair ! 
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Should I your counfel in this cafe purfue* •■ 

You might fufpeft me for a villain too : 
For fure that perjur'd wretch can never prove- 
Juft to his friend, who *s faithlefs to liis love* 

EPISTLE TO PELli 

AS thofe who hope hereafter heaven. to ftiare,, 
A rigosoue exile here can calmly bear,. 
And, with collected fpiwts, undergp. 
The fad variety of pain below $. 
Yet, with intenfe reflections, antedate 
The mighty raptures of. a future ftate 5 
While the bright profpe& of approachingjop 
Creates a bli& no. trouble can deftroy : 
So, though I *m tofVd by giddy. Fortune's hand>. 
Ev'n to the confines of my native, land ) 
Where I can hear the ftormy ocean roar, 
And break its waves upon the foaming more t 
Though from my Delia baniuVd 5 all that 's dear,, 
That's good, or beautiful, or charming here 1 
Yet flattering hopes encourage me to live, 
And tell me Fate will kinder, minutes give.; 
That the dark treafury of times contains 
A glorious day, will finifh all my pains 1 
And, while I contemplate on joys to come, 
My griefs are filent, and my forrows dumb. 
Believe me, nymph, believe me, charming fair,, 
(When truth '$ conspicuous, we need not fwear\ 



I 
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Oaths will fuppofe a diffidence in you, 
That I am falfe, my flame fictitious too) 
Were I condemned by Fate's imperial power* 
Ne'er to return to your embraces more, 
I 'd fcorn whate'er the bufy world could give ( 
*T would be the worft of miferies to live : 
For all my wifhes and defires purfue, 
All I admire, or covet here, is you. 
Were I poflefs'd of your furprizing charms, 
And lodgM again within my Delia's arms ) 
Then would my joys afcend to that degree, 
Could angels envy, they would envy roe. 

Oft, as I wander in a filent (hade, 
When bold vexations would my foul invade, 
I banifli the rough thought, and none purfue, 
But what inclines my willing mind to you. 
The foft refle&ions on your facred love, 
Like fovereign antidotes, aH cares remove j 
Compofing every faculty to reft, 
They leave a grateful flavour in my breaft« 

Rctir'd fometimes into a lonely grove, 
I think o'er all the Tories of our love. 
What mighty pleafure have I oft poflefs'd, . \ 

When, in a mafculine embrace, I preft V 

The lovely Delia to my heaving breaft ! J 

Then I remember, and with vaft delight, 
The kind expreflions of the parting night t 
Methought the fun too quick retunTd again, 
And day feem'd ne'er impertinent till then. 

Strwf 
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Strong and contra&ed was our eager blift ; 
An age of pleafure in each generous kifs : 
Years of delight in momenu we compriz'd j 
And heaven itfelf was there epitonuVd. 

But, when the glories of the eaftern light 
O'erflow'd the twinkling tapers of the night $ 
Farewell, my Delia, O farewell ! faid I, 
The utmoft period of my time is nigh ; 
Too cruel Fate forbids my longer ftay, 
And wretched Strephon is compell'd away. 
But, though I muft my native plains forego, 
Forfake thefe fields, forfakc my Delia too 5 
No change of fortune mall for ever move 
The fettled bafe of my immortal love. 

And muft my Strephon, muft my faithful fwain^ 
Be forced, you cry'd, to a remoter plain ! 
The darling of my foul fo foon remov'd ! 
The only valued, and the heft beiov'di 
Though other fwaine to me them&lves addrefs'd, 
Strephon was ftill diftinguiuVd from the reft: 
Flat and infipid all their courtfhip feem'd ; 
Little themfelves, their paflions left, efteem'd x 
For my averfion with their flames increased, 
And none but Strephon partial >£elia pleas 'd. 
Though I 'm deprived of my kind ftiepherd's fight, 
Joy of the day, and bleffing of the night $ 
Yet will you, Strephon, will you love me ftill ? 
however, flatter me and fay you will, 
For, fliould you entertain a rival love 5 
Should you unkind to me, or fakhlejs, prove \ 
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No mortal e'er could half fo wretched be i 
For Aire no mortal ever lovM like me* 

Your beauty, nymph* faid I, my faith fecuresf 
Thofe you once conquer, muft be always yours i 
For, hearts fubdued by your victorious eyesy 
No force can ftorm, no ftrctagem furprize j- 
Nor can I of captivity complain, 
While lovely Delia holds the glorious- chaim 
The Cyprian queen, in young Adonis* arms, 
Might fear, at lead, he would defpife her charms}. 
But I can never fuch a monfter prove, 
To (light the blcffings of my Delia's Jove. 
Would thofe who at celeftial tables fit, 
BIcft with immortal wine, immortal wit ; 
Chooje to defcend to fome inferior board, 
Which nought but fcum and nonfenfe can afford? 
Nor can I e'er to thofe gay nymphs addrefs, 
Whofe pride is greater, and whofe charms are left :- 
Their tinfeL beauty may, perhaps, fubdue- 
A gaudy coxcomb, or a fulfome beau |- 
But feem at beft indifferent to me, 
Who none but you with admiration fee. 

Now, would the rolling orbs obey ray will J 
1 *d make the fun a fecond time ftand ftill; 
And to the- lower world their light repay, 
When conquering Jofhua robb'd them of a days 
Though our two fouls would different pafltons prove $ 
His was a thirft of glory, mine of love. 
It will not be $ the fun makes hafte to rife, 
And take poflcfflon of the eaUern (kits} 

Tit 
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Yet^one more kifs, though millions are too few } 
Andy Delia, iince we muft, mud part, adieu* 

As Adam, by an injur'd Maker driven 
From Eden's groves, the vicinage of Heaven $ 
Compeird to wander, and obliged tp bear 
The harfli impreflioas of a ruder air; 
With mighty ferrow, and with weeping eyes, 
Look'd bac]c f and raourn'd the loft of paradif* i 
With a concern like his did I review 
My native plains, my charming Delia too $ 
For I left paradife in leaving you. 

If, as I walk, a pleafant ihae>e.I find, 
It brings your fair idea to my mind : 
$uch was the happy place, I> fighifig, fay, 
Where I and Delia, lovely Delia, lay 5 
When firft I did my tender, thoughts impart, 
And made a grateful prefent of my heart. 
Or, if my friend, in his apartment, (hews 
,Some piece of Van Dyck's, or of Angelo's, 
In which the artift has, with wondrous care, 
DefcribM the face of one exceeding fair 5 
Though, at firft fight, it may my paffion raife, 
And every feature I admire and praife 5 
Yet ftill, methinks, upon a fecond view, 
*Tis not fo beautiful, fofair as you* 
If Leon verfe with thofe whom mo ft admit 
To have a ready, gay, vivacious, wit j 
They want fome amiable, moving grace, 
Some turn of fancy that my Delia has : 

S Fete 
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For ten good thoughts amongft the crowd they vent, 
Methinks ten thoufand arc impertinent. 

Let other fliepherds, that are prone to range, 
With each caprice, their giddy humours change : 
They from variety lefs joys receive, 
Than you alone are capable to give. 
Nor will 1 envy thofe ill-judging fwains 
(What they enjoy *s the refufe of the plains) 
If, for my (hare of happinefs below, 
Kind Heaven upon me Delia would beftow 3 
Whatever bleflings it can give befide, 
Let all mankind among themfelves divide. 

A PASTORAL ESSAY ON THE DEATH OF 
QUEEN MARY, ANNO 1694. 

AS gentle Strephon to his fold conveyed 
A wandering lamb, which from the flocks hit* 
Beneath a mournful cyprefs (hade he found [ftray'd» 
Cofmelia weeping on the dewy ground. 
Amaz'd, with eager hafte he ran to know 
The fatal caufe of her intemperate woe } 
And, clafping her to his impatient breaft, 
In thefe foft words his tender care expreft. 
Strephon. 
Why mourns my dear Cofmelia ? Why appears 
My life, my foul, difTolv'd in briny tears ? 
Has fome fierce tiger thy lov'd heifer flain, 
While I was wandering on the neighbouring plain ? 
Or, has fome greedy wolf devour' d thy fliecp > 
What fad miftfortuaft makes Cofmelia weep f 

Speak, 
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Speak, that I may prevent thy grief's increafe, ' 

Partake thy forrows, or reftore thy peace. 
Cosmelia. 
Do you not hear from far that mournful bell ? 
'Tis for— I cannot the fad tidings tell. 
Oh, whither are my fainting fpirits fled ; 
*Tis for Caeleftia— Strephon, Oh— She *s dead I 
The brighteft nymph, the prineefs of the plain, 
By an untimely dart, untimely (lain ! 
Strephon. 
Dead ! *Tis impoflible ! She cannot die : 
She *s too divine, too much a Deity : 
'Tis a falfe rumour fome ill fwains have fpread, 
Who wilh, perhaps, the good Caleftia dead. 
Cosmelia. 
Ah ! L No j the truth in every face appears j 
For every face you meet *s overflow* d with tears. 
Trembling, and pale, I ran through all the plain, 
From flock to flock, and afk'd of every fwain, 
But each, fcarce lifting his deje&ed head, 
CrJ'd, Oh, Cofmelia! Oh, Caleftia 's dead ? 
Strephon. 
Something was meant by that ill-broading croak 
Of the prophetic raven from the oak, 
Which ft rait by lightning was in fliivers broke. 
But wt<>ur mifchief feel, before we fee ; 
Seiz'd and o'erwhelm'd at once with mifery. 
< Cosmelia. 

Since then we have no trophies to beftow, * 

No pompous things to make a glorious (hew 
• .' J S % Q5<st 
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(For all the tribute a poor Twain can bring, 
In rural numbers, is to mourn and fing) 
Let us, beneath the gloomy (hade, rehearfe 
Caeleftia's kcred name in no lefs iacred verfe. 
Strcphon. 

Cxleftia dead ! Then 'tis in vain to live j 
'What *» all the comfort that the plains can .givef 
Since (he, by whofe bright influence alone 
Our flocks ihcreas'd, and we rejoic'd, is gone.; 
Since (he, who round fuch beams of goodnefs fpreal 
As gave new life to every fwain, is dead ? 
Cosm-elia. 

In vain we wifh for the delightful fpring; 
What joys can flowery May or April bring, 
When (he, for whom die fpacious plains were (preai 
With early flowers and chearful greens, is dead ? 
In vain did courtly Damon warm the earth, 
To give to fummer fruits a winter birth ; 
In vain we autumn wait, which crowns the field* 
With wealthy crops, and various plenty yields* 
SSncc that fair nymph, for whom the boundleft face 
Of nature was preferv'd, is now no more. 
Strephon. 

Farewell for ever then to all that *• gay x 
You will forget <to fing, and I to play. 
No more with chearful Tongs, in cooling bowers, 
Shall we confume the pleafurable hours : 
All joys are banifh'd, all delights are fled, 
Ve'er to return, now fair Celcftia '<• dead, 

COIMIUA. 
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COSMELIA. 

If e'er I fing, they fhall be mournful lays 
Of great Caeleftia's name, Casleftia's praife : 
How good fhe was, how generous, how wife ! 
How beautiful her fhape, how bright her eyes t 
How charming all j how much ike was ador'd, 
Alive j when dead, how much her le-fs deplor'd 1 
A noble theme, and able to infpire 
The humbleft Mufe with the fublimeft fire. 
And fince we do of fuch a princefs fing, 
Let bur* afcend upon a Granger wing ; 
And, while we do the lofty numbers Join, 
Her name will make the harmony divine. 
Raife then thy tuneful vpice j and be the fpng 
Sweet as her temper, aa her virtue ftrong. 

When her great lord to fflrejgn wars was gone* 
And left Caileftja here to rule alone j 
With how ferene a brow, hflw YQld of fear, 
When ftorms arofe, did ffce the veflel fteer ! 
And when the raging of the wave* did ceaje, 
How gentle was her fw^y in times of peace I 
Juftice and mercy did their beams unite, 
And round her temples fpread a glorious light}, 
So quick fhe eas'd the wrongs of every fwain, 
She hardly gave them Jeiiure to complain : 
Impatient to reward, but flow to draw 
Th* avenging fword of.aeceuary law* 
Like Heaven, me took no pleasure to deftroy j 
With grief fhe punifrTd, and fhe favM with joy. 
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COSMELIA. 

When godlike Belliger, from war'* alarms, 
Returned in triumph to Caeleftia's arms, 
She met her hero with a full de/ire j 
But chafte as light, and vigorous as fire s 
Such mutual flames, fo equally divine, 
Did in each bread with fuch a luftre /hine, 
His could not feem the greater, her's the leis ; 
Both were immehfe, for both were in excefs. 
Strephon. 

Oh, godlike princefs ! Oh, thrice happy fwains I 
Whilft (he prefided o'er the fruitful plains ! 
Whilft fhe, for ever raviuVd from our eyes, 
• To mingle with the kindred of the (kies, 
Did for your peace her conftant thoughts employ $ 
The nymph's good angel, and the lhepherd's joy! 

« COSMELIA. 

All that was noble beautify'd her mind } 
There wifdom fat, with folid reafon join'd : 
There too did piety and greatnefs wait ; 
Meeknefs on grandeur, modefty on ftate: 
Humble am id ft the fplendors of a throne $ 
Plac'd above all, and yet defpifing none. 
And when a crown was fore'd on her by fatcj 
She with fome pains fubmitted to be great* 
Strephon. 
Her pious foul with emulation ftrove 
To gain the mighty Pan's important love : 
To whofe myfterious rites flie always came, 
With fuch an active, fo intenfe a flame j 
*.■«-.."■■■ „ - The 
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The duties of religion feem'd to be 

No more her.care than her felicity. . r - 

Cosmelia. 

Virtue uomix'd, without the leaft allay, 
Pure, as the light of a celeftial ray, 
Commanded all the motions of the foul 
With fuch a foft, but absolute control, 
That, as (he knew what bett great Pan would pleafe, 
She ft ill performed it with the greateft eafe. 
Him for her high exemplar me defign'd, 
Like him, benevolent to all mankind. 
Her foes me pity'd, not deuYd their blood \ 
And, to revenge their crimes, me did them goods 
Nay! all affronts fo unconcerned me bore, 
(Maugre that violent temptation, Power). . 
As if me thought it vulgar to refent, 
Or wiAYd forgivenefs their worft punimment, 
Strephon. 

Next mighty Pan, was her illuftrious lord,* 
His high vicegerent, facredly ador'd t 
Him with fuch piety and zeal flie lov'd, 
The noble paflion every hour improved : 
Till it afcended to that glorious height, 
*Twas next (if only next) to infinite. 
This made her fo entire a duty pay, 
She grew .at laft impatient to obey 5 . 
And met his wifties with as prompt a zeal 
As an archangel hit Creator's wilL 

' S 4. ' Ca\u*\.vx» 
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Mature for Heaven*, the fatal mandate caine* 
With it a chariot of ethereal flame; 
]n -which, Elijah like, toe JfcuYd the ipheret | 
Brought joy t6 Heaven, but left the world lit tear* 

STREPHOtt* 

Methinks I fee her on the plains of lights 
AU glorious, all Incomparably bright ! 
While the immortal miiids around her gaz# 
On the exceflive fplendor of her rays 5 
And fcarce believe a human foul could bt 
EndowM with fuch ftuj>endbus majefty. 
Cosmelia. 

Who can lament too much ! O, who can moum* 
Enough o'er beautiful Caeleftia's urn ! 
So great a lofs as this deferves excefs 
Of forrows ; all *s too little that is lefs. 
But, to fupply the univerfal woe, 
Tears from all eyes, without ceuatkm,f!owx 
All that have power to weep, or voice to groan*. 
With throbbing breafts, Cfeleftia's fate bemoan j 
While marble rocks the common griefs partake, 
And echo back thofe cries they cannot make, 
Strbfron. 

Weep then (once fruitful vales) and fpring with ytw! 
Ye thirfty, barren mountains, weep with dew I 
Let every flower on this extended plain 
Not droop, but fhrink into its womb again> 
Ne'er to receive anew its yearly birth I 
Let every thing that *s grateful leave the earth ! 

S lee 
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Let mournful cyprefs, with each noxious weed, 
And baneful venoms, in their place fucceed ! 
Ye purling, querulous brooks, overcharged with griefj 
Hafte fwiftly to the fea for more relief j 
Then tiding back, each to his ftcrtfd head, 
Tell your aftoniuYd fprings, Cseloftia *s dead r 
CosfctLiA. 

Well hive you furtg, in an exalted ftrain, 
The faireft nymph e'er grac'd the Britifli plain-* 
Who knows but (bme officious angel may 
Your grateful numbers to her ears Convey ! 
That (he may fmile upon us from above, 
And blefs bur mournful pains with peace and love { 
StrrphoIt 

But fee, our flocks do to their fold repair) 
For night with fable clouds obfcure* the air s 
Cold damps defend from the unwholfome iky, 
And fafety bids us to our cottage fly. 
Thotfgh with each morn our fbrrows will return % 
Each eVn, like nightingales, we '11 fing and mourn, 
Till death conveys us to the peaceful urn. 



i 



TO HIS FREBNB UNDER AFFLICTION* 

NO Ntt lives is this tumultuous ftate of things* 
Where every morning foon new troubles bringtj 
But bold inquietudes will break bis reft, 
And gloomy thoughts diAurb his ajutiou* breaft. 
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Angelic forms, and happy fpirits, are. 

Above the malice of perplexing care : 

But that 's a blefling too fublime, too high, 

For thofe who bend beneath mortality. 

If in the body there was but one part 

Subject to pain, and fenfible of fmirt, 

And but one paflion could torment the mind ; 

That part, that patfion, bufy fate would find : 

But, fince infirmities in both abound, 

Since forrow both fo many ways can wound ; 

*Tis not fo great a wonder that we grieve 

Sometimes, as 'tis a miracle we live. 

TAe happieft man that ever breath'd on earth, 
With all the glories of eftate and birth, 
Had yet fame anxious care, to make him know, 
No grandeur was above the reach of woe. 
To be from all things that difquiet, free, 
Is not confident with humanity. 
Youth, wit, and beauty, are fuch charming things, 
O'er which, if affluence fpreads her gaudy wings, 
\Ve think the perfon who enjoys fo much, 
No care can move, and no affliction touch j 
Yet could we but foroe fecret method find 
To view the dark rccefles of the mind, 
We*there might fee the hidden feed of ftrife, 
And woes in embryo ripening into life : 
How fome fierce lull, or boifterous paflion, fills 
The labouring fpirit with prolific ills j 
Pride, envy, or revenge, diftraft the foul, 
And all right reafon > godlike powers control j 
£■" . Bu 
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But if (he muft not be allow'd to fway 
Though all without appears ferene and gay f 
A cankerous venom on the vitals preys, 
And poifons all the comforts of his days. 

Internal pomp and viftble fuccefs 
Sometimes contribute to our happinefs: 
But that which makes it genuine, refin'd, 
Is a good cpnfcience and a foul refign'd. 
Then, to whatever end affliction 's fent, 
To try our virtues, or for pun i foment, 
We bear it calmly, though a ponderous woe, 
And ftill adore the hand that gives the blow i 
For, in misfortunes this advantage lies ; 
They make us humble, and they make us wife} 
And he that can acquire fuch virtues, gains 
An ample recompence for all his pains. 

Too foft carefles of a profperous fate 
The pious fervours of the foul abate j 
Tempt to luxurious eafe our carelefs days 
And gloomy vapour round the fpirits raife. 
Thus luird into a fleep, we doting lie, 
And find our ruin in fecurity $ 
Unlefs fome forrow comes to our relief, 
And breaks th* inchantment by a timely grief. 
But as we are allowed, to chear our fight, 
In blackeft days, fome glimmerings of light $ 
So, in the moft dejected hours we may 
The fecret pleafure have to weep and pray : 
And thofe requefts'the fpeedieft paflage find 
To Heaven, which flow from an afflicted mind s 
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And while to him we open our diftrefs, 

Our pains grow lighter, and our forrows left. 

The fineft mufic of the grove we owe 

To mourning Philomel** harmonious woe 3 

And while her grief *s in charming notes exprefs'rf* 

A thorny brambie pricks her tender breaft; 

In warbling melody fhe fpends the night, 

And moves at once companion and delight. 

No choice had e'er fo'happy an event, 
But he that made it did that choice repent. 
So weak *s our judgment, and fo fliort *s our GAt* 
We cannot level our own withes right : 
And if fometimes we make a wife advance, 
T* ourfelves we little owe, but much to chance* 
So that when Providence, for fecret ends, 
Corroding cares, or fliarp affliction, lends $, 
We muft conclude it beft it mould be fo, 
And not defponding or impatient grow. 
For he that will his confidence remove 
Prom boundlefs wifdom and eternal love,. 
To place it on himfelf, or human aid, 
Will meet thofe woes he labours to evade, . 
But, in the keeneft agonies of grief, 
Content 's a cordial that Hill gives relief 1 
Heaven is not always angry when he ftrikesy 
But mod chaftifes thofe whom moft he likes (. 
And, if with humble fpirits they complain, 
Relieve* the anguifh, or rewards the pain* 
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TO ANOTHER FRIENJ) 
UNDER AFFLICTION. 

SI N C$ the firft man by difdbedience fell 
An eafy xoncraeft to the powers of hell, 
There *s none in every ftage of life can be 
From the infults of bold afflidion free. 
If a fhort rcfphe gives us fome relief, 
And interrupt* the feries of our grief, 
•So quick the pangs df mifery return, 
We joy by minutes, but by years we mourn. 

Rcafon renVd, and to perfection brought, 
By wife philofophy, and ferious thought, 
Support the foul beneaTh the ponderous weight 
Of angry ftart, and tinpropitious fate $ 
Then is the time flie mould exert her power, 
And make us practice what (he taught before. 
For why are fuch vdlumnious authors read, 
The learned labours of the famous dead, 
But to prepare the mind for its -defence, 
By fage refults, and well-digefted fenfe ; 
That, when the ftorm of mifery appears, 
With all its' real or fantaftic fears, 
We either may the rolling danger fly, 
Or ftcm the tide before it fwells too high* 

But though the theory af wifdom *s known 
With etfe, what fliould, and what fhouid not be done $, 
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Yet all the labour in the pra&ice lies, 

To be, in more than words and notion, wife j 

The facred truth of found philofophy ** 

We ftudj early, but we late apply. 

When ftubborn anguifh feizes on the foul, 

Right reafon would its haughty rage control ; 

But, if it may n't be fuflfer'd to endure, 

The pain is juft, when we re j eft the cure. 

For many men, clofe obfervation finds, 

Of copious learning, and exalted minds, 

Who tremble at the fight of daring woes, 

And ftoop ignobly to the vileft foes $ 

As if they understood not how to be 

Or wife, or brave, but in felicity $ 

And by fome action, fervile or unjuft, 

Lay all their former glories in the duft. 

For wifdom firft the wretched mortal flies, 

And leaves him naked to his enemies : 

So that, when raoft his prudence mould be (hewn, 

The mod imprudent, giddy things are done. 

For when the mind *s furrounded with diftrefs, 

Fear or inconftancy the judgment prefs, 

And render it incapable to make 

Wife refolutions, or good counfels take. 

Yet there 's a fteadinefs of foul and thought, 

By reafon bred, and by religion taught, 

Which, like a rock amidft the ftormy waves, 

Unmov'd remains, and all affliction braves. 

In (harp misfortunes, fome will fearch too deep 
What Heaven prohibits, and would fecret keep i 

B 
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But thofe events 'tis better not to know, 

Which known, ferve only to increafe our woe. 

Knowledge forbid ('tis dangerous to purfue) 

With guilt begins, and ends with ruin too* 

For, had our earlieft parents been content 

Not to know more than to be innocent, : 

Their ignorance* of evil had preferv'd 

Their joys entire 5 for then they had not fwerv'd. 

But they imagin'd (their defires were fuch) 

They knew too little, till they knew too much. 

E'er fince my folly moft to wifdom rife ; 

And few are, but by fad experience, wife, 

Confider, Friend ! who all your bleflings gave, 
What are recall'd again, and what you have j • ' * 
And do not murmur when you are bereft 
Of little, if you have abundance left : 
Confider too, how many thoufands are 
Under the worft of miferies, defpair ; 
And do n't repine at what you now endure ; 
Cuftom will give you eafe, or time will cure : 
Once more confider, that the prefent ill, 
Though it be great, may yet be greater ftillj 
And be npt anxious j for, to undergo 
One grief, is nothing to a numerous woe. 
But fince it is impoifible to be 
Human, and not expos' d to mifery, 
Bear it, my friend, as bravely as you can : 
You are not more, and be not lefs than man ! 

Afflictions paft can no exigence find, 
But in the wild, idea* of the mind : 
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And why mould we for thofe misfortunes mourn, 

Which have been fufFer'd, and can ne'er return j 

Thofe that have weather M a tempefhious night, 

And find a calm approaching with the light, 

Will not, unlefs their reafon they difown, 

Still make thofe dangers prefent that are goat* 

What is behind the curtain none can fee j 

It may be jo^f fnppofe it mifery ; 

*T is future ftill 5 and tliat which is not here, 

May never come, or we may never bear. 

Therefore the prefent ill alone we ought 

To view, in reafon, with a troubled thoegltf i 

But, if we may the facred pages truft, 

He *s always happy, that is always juft. 

TO MIS FRIEND 
INCLINED TO MARRY. 

I Would not have you, Strephon, choofe a mate, 
From loo exalted, or too mean a ftate j 
for in both thefe we may expect to find 
A creeping fpirit, or a haughty mind; 
Who moves within the middle region, 4hape*» 
The leaft difquiets, and the fmalleft cares. 
Let her extraction with true luftre mine ; 
If fomething brighter, not too bright for thine* 
Her education liberal, not great; 
Neither inferior, nor above her ftate. 
Let her have wit j but let that wit be free 
From affectation, pride, and pedantry s 
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For the effect of woman's wit is fuch, 
Toe little is as dangerous as too mock. 
Bat chiefly let her humour clofe with thine £ 
Unlefs where yours does to a fault incline $ 
Tne lead difparhy in this deibroys, 
Like fulphuroujs blafts, the very buds of Joyt. 
Her perfon amiable, ftraigbt and free eft 
From natural, or chance, deformity. 
Let not Jmt yean exceed, if equal thine * 
For women pal: their vigor, foon decline, 
Her fortune competent; and, if thy fight 
Can reach fo fur, take care 'tis gathered right. 
If thine 's enough, then hers may be the left 1 
Po not afpire to riches in excefs. 
For that wlvicb makes our lives delightful proven 
Is a genteel fufikiency and tare. 

TO A PAINTER BRAWIKG 
DORINDA'8 PICTURE. 

PAinter, the utmoft of thy {judgment (hew j 
Exceed ev'n Titian, and great Angelo : 
With all the liveliness, of thought exprefs 
The moving features of Dorioda's face. 
Thou canft not flatter, where fuch beauty dwells jf 
Her charms thy colours, and thy art, excells. 
Others lefs fair, may from thy pencil have 
Graces, which fparing Nature never gave t- 
But in Dbrinda's afpeel thou wilt fee 
Such a* will pole thy famous art, and thee % 

T %• 
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So great, fo many in her face unite. 

So well proportioned, and fo wondrous bright, 

No human (kill can e>r exprefs them all, 

But muft do wrong to th* fair original. 

An angels hand alone the pencil fits, 

To mix the colours when an angel (its. 

Thy picture may as like Dorinda be 
As art of man can paint a deity ; 
And juftly may perhaps, when (he withdraws, 
Excite our wonder, and deferve appjaufe a 
But when compared, you '11 be oblig'd to own, 
No art can equal what 's by Nature done. 
Great Lely's noble hand, excelled by few, 
The pi&ure fairer than the perfon drew : 
He took the beft that Nature could impart, 
And made it better by his powerful art. 
But had he feen that bright, furprizing grace, 
Which fpreads itfelf o'er all Dorinda's face, 
Vain had been all the eflays of his (kill ; 
She muft have been confeft the faireft ftill. 

Heaven in a landfcape may be wondrous fine, 
And look as bright as painted light can (hine-; 
But ftill the real glories of the place 
All art, by infinite degrees, furpafs. 
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TO THE PAINTER, AFTER HE HAP 
FINISHED DORINDA's PICTURE. 

I)AINTER, thou haft perfornTd what man can do j 
* Only Dorinda's felf more charms can (hew. 
Bold are thy ftrokes, and delicate each touch j 
But ftill' the beauties of her face are fuch 
As cannot juftly be defcrib'd j though all 
Confefs 't is like the bright original. 
In her, and in thy picture, we may view 
The utmoft Nature, or tfcat Art, can do ; 
Each is a mafter-piece, defign'd fo well, 
That future times may ftrive to parallel 5 ' § " 
But neither Art nor Nature *s able to excel. 



CRUELTY AND LUST. 

AN EPISTOLARY ESSAY*. 

WHERE can the wretched' ft of all creatures fly tv 
To tell the ftory of her mifery ? 
Where* but to faithful Celia, in whofe mind, 
A manly bravery *s with foft pity join'd. 
I fear, thefe lines will fcarce be underftood, 
Blurr'd with inceffant tears, and writ in blood ; 

* This piece was occaiioned by the barbarity of 
Kirke, a commander in the Weftern Rebellion, 16*5; 
who debauched a young lady with a promife to fave 
her huiband's Jife, but hanged him thj next mora- 
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But if you can the mournful pages read. 
The fad relation mews you fuch a deed, 
As all the arnials of th' infernal reign 
Shall ft rive to equal, or exceed in vain. 

Neronior's fame, no doubt, has reach'd your < 
Whofe cruelty has caus'd a fea of tears j 
FillM each lamenting town with funeral fighs, 
Deploring widows (hrieks, and orphans cries. 
At every health the horrid monfter quaff'd, 
Ten wretches dy'd, and as they dy'd he laugh'c 
Till, tir'd with acting devil, he was led, 
Drunk with excefs of blood and wine, to bed. 

Oh, curfed place 1 1 can no more command 

My pen : fhame and confufion make my hand t 
But I muft on, and let my Celia know 
How barbarous are my wrongs, how vaft my w< 

Amongft the crowds of Weftern youths who i 
To meet the brave, betray'd unhappy man *, 
My hufband, fatally uniting, went ; 
Unus'd to ansa, and thoughtkis of th* event. 
But when the battle was by treachery won, 
The chief, and all but his falft friend, undone : 
Though, in the tumult of that defperate night, 
He 'fcap'd the dreadful {laughter of the fight.; 
Yet the fagaeious bloodhounds, fkilTd too well 
In all the murdering qualities of hell, 
Each fecret place fo regularly beat, 
They foon difcover'd his unfafe retreats 

* The Duke of Monmouth* 
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.As hungry wolves triumphing o'er their prey, 
To fore deftru&ion hurry thero away $ 
So the purveyors of fierce Moloc's foil 
With Charion to the common butchery run ; 
Where proud Ncronior by his gibbet ftood, 
To glut himfelf with fre(h fupplies of blood. 
Our friends, by powerful intcrceflion, gain'd 

'.. A fliort teprieve, but for three days obtain'd, 
To try all ways might to companion mo?e 
The favage general 5 but in vain they ftrove. 

\ When I perceivM that all addrefles failed, 
And nothing o'er his ftubborn foul prevail'^ $ 
. Diftrac"ted almoft, to his tent I flew, 

* To make the laft effort, what tears could do. 
Low on my knees I fell $ then thus began : 
Great genius of fuccefs, thou more than man ! 
Whofe arms to every clime have terror hurl'd, . 
And carryM conqueft round the trembling world t 

* Still may the brightcft glories Fame can lend, 

* Your fword, your conduct, and your caufe, attend. 
Here now the arbiter of fate you fit, 

* While fuppliant (laves their rebel heads fubmiu 
Oh, pity the unfortunate 1 and give 

* But this one thing : Oh, let but Charion live ! 
► And take the little all that we poffefs. 

I Ml bear the meagre anguifh of diftreft 
^Content, nay, pleas'd, to beg or earn my bread t 
Let Charion live, no matter how I 'm fed. 

T 1 Th« 
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The fall of fuch a youth no luftre brings 

To him whofe foord performs fuch wondrous 

things 
As faving kingdoms, and fupporting kings. 
That triumph only with true grandeur mines, 
Where godlike courage, godlike pity joins* 
Caefar, the eldeft favourite of war, 
Took not more pleafure to fubmit, than fpare j 
And fince in battle you can greater be, 
That over, be n't lefs merciful than he. 
Ignoble fpirjts by revenge are known, 
And cruel actions Jpoil the conqueror's crown > 
In future hiftorics fill each mournful page 
With tales df blood, and monuments of rage : 
And, while his annals are with horror read, 
Men curfe him living, and dcteft him dead. 
Oh! do. not fully with a fanguine dye 
(The fouleft ftain) fo fair a memory ! 
Then t as you '11 live the glory of our ifle, 
And 'Fate on all your expeditions fmile : 
So when a noble courfe you 've bravely ran, 
Die the beft foldier, and the happieft man. 
None can the turns of Providence, forefee, 
Or what their own cataftrophe may be 5 
Therefore, to pcrfons labouring under woe, 
That mercy they may want, mould always fhew > 
For in the chance of war the flighted thing 
May lofe the battle, or the victory bring. 
Ad4 how would you that general's honour prize- 
Should in cool blood his captive facrifice ? 
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He that with rebel arms to fight is led, . 
To juftice forfeits his opprobrious head : 
But *t is unhappy Charion's firft offence, 
SeducM by fome too plaufible pretence, 
To take the injuring fide by error brought j. 
He had.no malice, though he has the fault. 
Let the old tempters find a- fhameful grave, 
ButJ the half-innocent, the tempted, fave 5 
Vengeance divine, though for tbe.greateft crime,. 
But rarely ftrikes the firft. or fecond time : 
And he that beft follows th' Almighty's will, 
Who fpares the guilty he has power to - kill. 
When proud rebellions would unhinge a ftate, 
And wild, diforders in a land create, 
*Tis requiiite the firft promoters mould . . . 

Put out the flames they kindled with their blood :. 
But fure 't is a degree of murder all 
That draw their fwords fhould undiftingui&Yd fall*. 
And fince a mercy muft to fome be fyewn, 
Let Charjon 'mongft the happy few be one : 
For as none guilty has lefs guilt than he, 
So none for pardon has a fairer plea. 

When David's general had won the field, 
And Abfalom, the lovM ungrateful, kill'd. 
The trumpets founding made all (laughter ceafe,^ 
And mi fled Ifraeiites returned in peace. 
The action pall, where fo much blood was (pi It, 
We hear of none arraign'd for that day's guil$ j . 
But all concludes with the defiVd event, 
The monarch pardons, and the Jews repent— 

T-4, K« 
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As great example your great courage warms, 
And to illuftrious deeds excites your arms j 
So when you inftances of mercy view, 
They mould infpire you with companion too s 
For he that emulates the truly brave, 
Won Id always conquer, and mould always fart. 

Here, interrupting, ftern Ncronior cry'd, 
(SwelTd with fuccefc, and blubbered up with pride) 
Madam, his life depends upon my will. 
For every rebel I can fpare or kill. 
I Ml think of what you "ve faid : this sight return 
At ten, perhaps you Ml have no caufe to mourn* 
Co, fee your hulband, bid him not defpair 5 
His crime is great, but you are wondrous fair. 

When anxious miferies the foul amaze, 
And dire confulion in the fpirits raife, 
Upon the leaft appearance of relief, 
Our hopes revive, and mitigate our grief 3 
Impatience makes our wifhes earned grow, 
Which through falfe optics our deliverance (hew* 
For while we fancy danger does appear 
Mod at a diftance, it is oft too near, 
And many times, fecure from obvious foes, 
We fall into an ambufcade of woes. 

Pleas'd with the falfe Neronior's dark reply, 
1 thought the end of all my forrows nigh, 
And to the main-guard haften'd, where the prey, 
Of this blood-thirfty fiend, in durance lay. 
When Charion faw me, from his turfy bed 
With eager ncfe tit raii'd KU drooping head 1 

Qfct 
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Oh ! fly, my dear, this guilty place, be cryM, 

And in fome diftant clime thy virtue hide! 

Here nothing but the fouleft daemons dwell. 

The refuge of the damnM, and mob of hell* 

The air they breathe is every atom curft i 

There 's no degree of ills, for all are worJL 

In rapes and murders they alone delight. 

And villaaies of left importance flight i 

A& them indeed, but fcorn they ihould be nam'd, 

For all their glory 's to be more than damn'd* 

Neronior *s chief of this infernal crew, 

And ieems to merit that high ftation too : 

Nothing but rage and Luft infpire his breaft, 

By Afmodai and Moloc both pofleft, 

When told you went to intercede for me, 

It threw my foul into an agony, 

Not that I would not for my freedom give 

What 's requifite, or do not wim to live j 

But for my fafety I can ne'er be bale, 

Or buy a few fhort years with long difgrace 2 

Nor would I have your yet unfpotted fame 

For me expos'd to an eternal fbame. 

With ignominy to preserve my breath, 

Is worfe, by infinite degrees, than death* 

But if I can't my life with honour fave, 

With honour I '11 deicend into the grave. 

For though revenge and malice both combine 

{As both to fix my ruin feera to join) 

Yet, maugrc all their violence and (kUl 9 

I can die juft, and I ro itfeiYd I wilU 
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But what is death we fo unwifely fear- ? 
An end of all our bufy tumults here : 
The equal let of poverty and ftatc, 
Which all partake of by a certain fate. 
Whoe'er the profpeft of mankind furveys, 
At divers ages, and by divers ways*, 
Will find them from this noify fcene retire • 
Some the firft minute that they breathe, expire*.- 
Others* perhaps, furvive to talk, and go • 
But die, before they good or evil know* 
Here one to puberty arrives ; and then 
Returns lamented to the duft again : 
Another there maintains a longer ftrife 
With all the.powcrful enemies of life; 
Till, with vexation tir'd, and threefcore years. 
He drops into the dark, and difappears. 
I 'm young indeed, and might expecVto fee 
Times future, long and late pofterity, 
•Tis what with reafon I could wifh to tk> # 
If to be old, were to be happy toe* 
But fince fubftantial grief fo foon deftroys. 
The guft of all imaginary joys, 
Who would be too importunate to live, 
Or more for life, than it can merit, give ! • 

Beyond the grave ftupendous regions lie, 
The boundlefs realms of vaft eternity 5 
Where minds, remov'd from earthly bodies, dwell 1 
But who their government or laws can tell ? 
What 's their employment till the final doom 
And time 's eternal period fhall come ? 

Thu 
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Thus much the facred oracles declare; 
That all are blefs'd or miferable there { 
Though, if there *s fuch variety of fate, 
None good efcpire too foon, nor bad too* late* 
For my own part, with refignation, ftill« 
I can fufemit to ray Creator's will ? 
Let him recall the breath from him I drew, 
When he thinks fit, and when he pleafes too* 
The way of dying is my lea ft concern 5 
That will give no diihirbance to my urn. 
If to the feats of happinefs I go, 
There end all poflible returns of woe :■ 
And when to thofe bleft raanfions I arrive, 
With pity I '11 behold thofe that furvive. ; 

Once more I beg, you 'd from thefe tents retreat,. 
And leave me to my innocence and fate. 

Charion, faid I, Oh, do not urge my flight]: 
I '11 foe the event of this important night : 
Some ftrange prefages in my foul forebode, 
The worft of miferies, or the greateft good. 
Few hours will fhew the utmall of my doom j t 
A joyful fafety, or a peaceful tomb. 
If you.Biifcarry, I *m refolv'd to try 
If gracious Heaven will fuffer me to die : 
For, wjnen you are to, endlefs raptures gone*. 
If I furvive, 'tis but to be undone. 
Who will fupport an injured widow's right,^ 
From fly injuftice, or opprcflive might?, 
Protect her perfon, or her caufe defend ?. 
She rarely wants a foe, or finds a friend i . 
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I 've no diftruft of Providence $ be* ftili 
*Tis beft to go beyond the reach of ill t 
And thofe can have no reaibn to repent, 
Who, though they die betimes, die innocent. 
But to a world of everlasting biifs 
Why would you go, and leave me here in tfeis t 
"Tis a dark paflage; but our foes fall view, 
I '11 die as calm, though not fo brave, at yomt 
That my behaviour to the kft may prove 
Your courage is not greater than my love. 
The hour approached ; as to Neronjor's teat* 
With trembling, but impatient fteps, I went, 
A thoufand horrors, throng'd into my breaft, 
By fad ideas and ftrong fears pofeft j 
Where'er I pafs'd, the glaring lights would fbew 
Frefli objects of defpair, and fcenes of wee. 

Here, in a crowd of drunken foidiers, ftood 
A wretched, poor, old man, befmear*d with blood } 
And at his feet, juft through the body nrn, 
Struggling for life, was laid his only fon 3 
By whofe hard labour he was daily fed, 
Dividing ilill, with pious care, his bread t 
And while he mourn'd, with floods of aged tears, 
The fole fuppcrt of his decrepid years, 
The barbaretis mob, whofe rage no limit knows, 
With blafphemous derifion, mock'd his woes. 

There, under a wide oak, difconfoiate, 
And drown'd in tears, a mournful widow fate. 
High in the boughs the murder' d father hung j 
Beneath, the children round the mother clung s 

■» T 
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They cryM for food* but *cwas without relief i 
For all they had to Kvt upon, was grief . 
A forrow fo intenfe, filch deep defpair, 
No creature, merely haman, long could bear* 
Firft in her arms her weeping bates ft* took, 
And, with a groan, did to- her hufband look > 
Then leanM herheadon theirs, and, fighrag, crf& % 
Pity me, Saviour of the world! and 4f&* 

From this fad fpe&acie my eyes I tvm'd, 
Where Tons their fathers, maids their lover*, mourVde 
Friends for their friend*, Afters for brothers, wept, 
Prifoners of war, ill chains, for daughter kepf i 
Each ever/ hour did the black metiage dread, 
Wfefeh (honld declare the pcrfan lov'd was dead* 
Then I beheld, with brutal (hoots of mirth, 
A comely y*«sfh, and of no common birth, 
To execution led \ who hardly bore 
The wounds, in battle* he roceiVd before t 
And, as he pafs'd, I heard him bravely cry* 
I neither wifh to live;, nor fear to die. 

At the curVd tent arrivM, without delay, 
They did me to the general convey s 

Who that began 

Madam ! by frefh intelligence, I find, 
That Chorion's treafon x % of the blackeft kind? 
And my commiffion is expreis to fpare 
None that fo deeply in rebellion, are t 
New meafitree therefore *tie in vain to try} 
No pardon can be granted - t he muft die* 
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Mull, or. I hazard all i which yet I M do 
To be oblig'd in one requeft by you : 
And, maugre all the dangers I forelee, 
Be mine this night, I '11 fet your hufband free. 
Soldiers are rough, and cannot hope fuccefs 
By fupple flattery, and by foft addrefs j 
Tl£ pert, gay coxcomb, by thefe little arts, 
Gains an afcendant o'er the ladies hearts. 
But I can no fuch whining methods ufe : 
Confent, he lives $ he dies, if you refute* 

i\maz'd at this demand ; faid I, The brave 
Upon ignoble terms* difdain to fave i 
They let their captives ftill with honour live 
No more require, than what themfelves would give* 
For, generous victors, as they fcorn to do 
Difhoneft things, fcorn to propofe tliem too. 
Mercy, the brighteft virtue of the mind, 
Should with no devious appetite be joirTd : 
For if, whpn exercisM, a crime it coft, 
Th' intrinfic luftre of the deed is loft. 
Great men^heir a&ions of a piece Should have- 
Heroic all, and each intirely brave : 
From the nice rules of honour none fhould fwerve • 
Done, becaufe good, without a mean referee. 

The crimes new chargM upon the unhappy youth, 
May have revenge, and malice, but no truth. 
Suppofe the accufation juftly brought, 
And clearly prov'd to the minuteft thought -j 
Yet mercies next to infinite, abate 
Offences next to infinitely great : 

Ant 
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And 'tis the glory of a noble mind, 

In full forgivenefs not to be confin'd. 

"Your prince's frowns if you have caufe to fear, 

This acl will more illuftrious appear ; 

Though his excufe can never be withftood, 

Who difobeys, but only to be good. 

Perhaps the hazard 's more than you exprefs ; 

The glory would be, were the danger lefs. 

For he that, to his prejudice, will do 

A noble action, and a generous too, 

J3eferves to' wear a more refplendent crown 

Than he that has a thoufand battles won. 

Do not invert divine companion fo, 

As to be cruel, and no mercy (hew ! 

Of what renown can fuch an action be, 

Which faves my hufband's life, but ruins me I 

Though, if you finally refolve to ftand 

Upon fo vile, inglorious a demand, 

He muft fubmit j if 'tis my fate to mourn 

His death, I "11 bathe with virtuous tears his urn. 

Well, madam, haughtily, Neronior cry'd, . 
Your courage and your virtue (hall be try'd. 
But to prevent all profpeft of a flight, 
Some of my * lambs (hall be your guard to-night: 
By them, no doubt, you'll tenderly be us'dj 
They feldom afk a favour that 's refus'd i 
Perhaps you '11 find them fo genteely bred, 
They '11 leave you but few virtuous tears to flied. 

* Kirke ufed to call the moft inhuman of his fol- 
ders his lambs* • _ . 
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Surrounded with fo innocent a throng, 
The night muft pafs delightfully along : 
And in the morning, fince you will not give 
What I require, to let your hufband live, 
You {hall behold him figh hit lateft breath, 
And gently fwing into the arms of death. 
His fate he merits, as to rebels due i 
And yours will be as much deferv'd by you. 

Oh Caclia, think ! fo far as thought can (hew 
What pangs of grief, what agonies of woe 
At this dire refolution, feiz'd my breaft ! 
By all things fad and terrible poneft. 
In vain I wept, and 'twas in vain I pray\f, 
For all my prayers were to a tiger made : 
A tiger ! worfe ; for, *tis beyond difpute, 
No fiend *s fo cruel as a reafoning brute. 
EncompafsM thus, and hopelefs of relief, 
With all the fquadrons of defpair and grief ? 
Ruin-— —it was not poffible to (hun : 
What could I do? Oh ! what would you have 

The hours that pafs'd, till the black morn ret 
With teai-s of blood mould be for ever mournM. 
When, to involve me with confummate grief 
Beyond exprefllon, and above belief, 
Madam, the monfter cry'd, that you may find 
I can be grateful to the fair that % s kind $ 
Step to the door, I *tl fhew you fuch a fight, 
Shall overwhelm your fpirits with delight. 
Poes. not that wretch, who would dethrone his Ji 
Become the gibbet, and adorn the firing ? 
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J You need not now an injur'd hufband dread j 

Living he might, he '11 not upbraid you dead. 

*Twas for your fake I feiz'd upon his life j 
• He would perhaps have fcorn'd fo chafte a wife. 
^ And, madam, you '11 excufe the zeal I fhew, 
. To keep that fecret none alive mould know. 

Curs'd of all creatures ! for, compared with thee, 

The devils^ faid I, are dull in cruelty. 

Oh, may that tongue eternal vipers breed, 
^ And waftelefs their eternal hunger feed $ 

In fires too hot for falamandcrs dwell, 

The burning earneft of a hotter hell j 

May that vile lump of execrable luft 

Corrupt alive, and rot into the duft I 

May'ft thou, defpairing at the point of death, 

With oaths and blafphemies refign thy breath $ 

And the worft torments that the damn'd fhould /hare, 

Jn thine own perfon all united bear ! 
s Oh Caelia I Oh my friend ! what age can &£& \ 

Sorrows like mine, fo exquifite a woe? 
j Indeed, it does not infinite appear, 
j Becaufe it can't be evcrlafting here : 
j But it 's fo vaft, that it can ne'er increafe : 
» And fo confirmed, it never can be lefs. 
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ON THE MARRIAGE OF THE EARL OF A- 
WITH THE COUNTESS OF S . 

#T*Riumphant beauty never looks Co g»y, 
A As on the morning of a nuptial day, 
Love then within a larger circle moves, 
New graces adds, and every charm improves * 
While Hymen does hk facred rites prepare. 
The bufy nymphs attend the trembling fair j 
Whofe veins are fwell'd with an unufual heat, 
And eager pulfes with ftrange motions beat « 
Alternate paflions various thoughts impart, 
And painful joys diftend her throbbing lieart : 
Her fears are great, and her defires are ftrong 5 
The minutes fly too faft — yet ftay too long : 
Now (he is ready — the next moment not ; 
All things are done— then fomething is forgot: 
She fears — yet wifhes the ftrange work were done j 
Delays — yet is impatient to be gdne. 
Diforders thus from every thought arife ; 
What love perfuades, I know not what denies. 

Achates* choice does his firm judgment prove, 
And mews at once he can be wife and Iovej 
Becaufe it from no lpurious paffion came, 
But was the product of a noble flame : 
Bold, without rudenefs ; without blazing, bright J 
Pure as hVd ftars» and uncorrupt as light : 
By juft degrees \i to ^tt£e&Vwi %w* ^ 
An early ripentfe, aiu\ *A*K\tv^%* 
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So the bright fun afcending to his noon. 
Moves sot too dowry, nor is there too fboa. 
But, though Achates was unkindly driven 
From his own land, he 's banifh'd into heaven ; 
For Aire the raptures of Cofmelia** love, 
Are next, if only next, to thofe above. 
Thus Power Divine does with his foes engage { 
Rewards his virtues, and defeats their rage : 
For firft it did to fair Cofmelia give 
All that a human creature could receive ; 
Whatever can raife our wonder or delight, 
Tranfpojrt the foul, or gratify the fight. 
Then in the full perfection of her charms, 
Lodg'd the bright virgin in Achates* arms. 

What angels are, is in Cofmelia feen 5 
Their awful glories, and their godlike mien : 

For, in her afpe£t all the graces meet 5 

All that is noble, beautiful, or fweet : 

There every charm in lofty triumph (its, 

Scorns poor defecl, and to no fault fubmits 3 

There fymmetry, complexion, air, unite, 

Sublimely noble, and amazing blight. 

So newly finifh'd by the hand Divine, 

Before her fall, did the firft woman mine. 

But Eve in one great point (he does excel t 

Cofmelia never err'd at all $ (he fell. 

From her temptation, in defpair withdrew 5 

Nor more ailaulu, whom it could ne'er fubduA. 
Virtue confirnVd, and reguWVy \>tou^\v 

To full maturity, by fcriou* tYtou^t* 
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Her aftions with a watchful eye furveyg 5 
Each paflion, guides, and every moment fwayt j 
Not the leaft failure in her conduct lies j 
So gaily oiodeft, and fo freely wife. 

Her judgment Aire, impartial, and refiiTd, ' . 
With wit, that 's clear and penetrating, join'd. 
O'er all the efforts of her mind prefides, 
And to the nobleft end her labours guides s . 
She knows the beft, and does the beft purfue, 
And treads the maze of life without a clue. 
That the weak only and the wavering lack. 
When they 're miftaken, to conduct them back 
She does, amidft ten thoufand ways, prefer 
The right, as if not capable to err. 

Her fancy, ftrong, vivacious, and fublime, 
Seldom betrays her converfe to a crime $ 
And though it moves with a luxuriant heat, 
*Tis ne'er precipitous, but always great : 
For each expreflion, every teeming thought, 
Is to the fcanning of her judgment brought | 
Which wifely feparates the fineft gold, 
And cafts the image in a beauteous mould. 

No trifling words debafe her eloquence, 
But all 's pathetic, all is fterling fenfe ; 
Refln'd from drofly chat, and idle noife, 
With which the female converfation cloys. 
So well the knows, what 's underftood by few,. 
To time her thoughts, and to exprefs them too j 
That what (he {peak* doe* to xto. ta\ vtobSkuix 
The fair idea of ddtgft&& ™ x * 
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Illuftrious born, and as illuftrious bred, 
By great example to wife a&ions led : 
Much to the fame her lineal heroes bore 
She owes, but to her own high genius more ; 
And, by a noble emulation mov'd. 
Excel l*d their virtues, and her own improv'd \ ' 

Tili they arrived to that celeftial height. 
Scarce angels greater b^ or faints fo bright* 

But, if Cofmelia could yet lovelier be, 
Of nobler birth, or more a deity, 
Achates merits her, though none but he : 
Whofe generous foul abhors a bafe difguife; 
Refolv'd in a&ion, and in counfel wife; 
Too well confirmed and fortify'd within, 
For threats to force, or flattery to win. 
Unmov'd amidft the hurricane he ftood j 
He dares be guiltlefs, and he will be goed. ' 

Since the firft pair in paradife were join'd, 
Two hearts were ne'er Co happily combined- 
Achates life to fair Cofmelia gives i 
In fair Cofmelia great Achates lives* 
Each is to other the dhrineft blift ; 
He is her heaven, and me is more than hit* 
O may the kindeft influence above 
Protect their pcrfons, and indulge their to 1 1 
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Noverca cum eflfet, 

Maternam pietatem facile fupcravit. 

Famulitii adeo mitem prudentenaque curam geflitj 

UK iron tarn domina familiae praecfle, 

Quam anima corpori incflfe videretur. 

K Denique, 

Cum pudico, humiii, forti, fanclo ammo, 

Virginibus, conjugibus, viduis, omnibus, 

Exemplum oonfecraflet integcmmum, 

Tern's anima major, ad iimiks evolavit fupcros* 

THE FOREGOING INSCRIPTION 
ATTEMPTED TN ENGLISH. 

Diana, Countefs of Oxford and Elgin j 

WHO from a race of noble heroes came, 
And added luftre to its ancient fame: 
Round her the virtues of the Cecils (hone. 
But with inferior brightnefs to her own : 
Which fhe rehVd to that fublime degree, 
The greateft mortal could not greater be. 
Each ftage of life peculiar fplendor had j 
Her tender years with innocence were clad: 
Maturer grown, whatever was brave and good 
In the retinue of her virtues iloodj 
And at the final period of her breath, 
She crown'd her life with a propitious deaxVv\ 
That no occafion might be v/anUtv^V^si 
To make her virtues famM, or y>^* fa&es&% — 

: . .j u t 
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Two noble lords her genial bed pofleft ; 
A wife to both, the deareft and the beft. 
Oxford fubmitted in one year to fate 5 
For whom her paffion was exceeding great. 
To Elgin full fix Luftra were afligiTd : 
And him (he lov'd with fo intenie a mind. 
That, living like a father, (he obeyed 5 
Dying, as to a fon, left all (he had. 
When a ftep-mother, (he foon foarM above 
The common height even of maternal love. 
She did her numerous family command 
With fuch a tender care, fo wife a hand* 
She feem'd no otherwife a miftrefs there, 
Than godlike fouls in human bodies are. 
But when to all (he had example (hew*d, 
How to be great and humble, chafte and goodL 
Her foul, for earth too excellent, too high. 
Flew to its peers, the princes of the flcy. 
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UPON 
THE DIVINE ATTRIBUTES. 
A PINDARIC ESSAY. 
El* irur 0i^ 

UNITY. ETERNITY* 
I. 

W Hence fprang this glorious frame ? or whem 
began n 

Things to exift ? They could not always bej 
To what fhipendous energy 
Shall we afcribe the origin of man ? 
That Caufe, from whence all beings elfe arofe, 
Muft fclf-exiftent be alone $ 
Intirely perfect, and but one 5 
Nor equal nor fuperior knows s 
Two firfts, in reafon, we can ne'er fuppofe. 
If that, in falfe opinion, we allow, 
That once there abfolutely nothing was, 

Then nothing could be now. K 

For, by what inftrument, or how, v 

Shall non-exiftence to exigence uaC% \ , 
Thus, fomething muft from cmtafitolV* \ 
fir matter, or a Deity, 
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If matter only tmcreate we grant, 

We ihail volition, wit, and resibn, want $ 

An agent infinite, and action free j 

Whence does volition, whence does reafon, flow ? 

How came we to reflect, defign, and know ? 
This .from a nobler nature iprings, 

Diftinct in effcnce from material things : 

For, thoughtlefs matter cannot thought beftow, 

« But, if wfc own a God fupreme, 
And all perfection 's poffible in him ; 
In him does boundtefs excellence reticle, 
Power to create, and providence to guide : 
Unmade himfelf, could no beginning have. 
But to all fubftance prime exigence gave : 

Can what he will deftroy, and what he pleafcs fart. 

POWER. 

The undefigning hand of giddy Chance 
Could never fill the globes of light, 

So beautiful, and fo amazing bright, 
the lofty concave of the vaft expanfe : 
Thefe could proceed from no lefs power than infinite*. 

There 's not one atom of this wondrous Frame, 

Nor effence intellectual, but took 

Exigence when the great Creator fpoke, 
And from the common womb of empty- nothing came, 

Let fubftance be, he cryM $ and ftraight arofe 

Angelic, and cqt^qtwX \o*\ 

All that Yaatcm\ rotoc* fcf**% 
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And what does things invifible corapofe, 
At the fame inftant fprung, and into being flew i 
Mount to the convex of the higheft fphere, 

Which draws a mighty circle round 
Th* inferior orbs, as their capacious bound ; 
There millions of new miracles appear s 
There dwell the deleft fons of power immenfe, 
Who iirft were to perfe&ion wrought 
firft to complete exiftence brought, 
To whom their Maker did difpenfe 
The largeft portions of created excellence* 
Eternal now, not of neceflity, 
As if they could not ceafe to be, 
Or were from pbffible detfru&ion free 5 
But on the will of God depend : 
For that which could begin, can end. 
Who, when the lower worlds were mack* 
Without the leaft mifcarriage or defeft, t . * 

By the almighty Architect, 
United adoration paid, 
And with extatic gratitude hh law* obey'd* 

HI. > 

Philofophy of old in vain eflay'd 

To tell ut how this mighty frame 

Into fuch beauteous order came $ 
But, by falfe reafonings, fal& foundations laid * v 
She laboured hard 5 but ftill the more 'fat vftotegpfc* 
The more wag. wikbr'4. ia the comc o^tWi^^ 
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Sometimes (he fancy'd things to be 
Coeval with the Deity, 
And in the form which now they are 
From everlafting ages were 
Sometimes the cafual event, 
Of atoms floating in a fpace imnaenie, 
Void of all wifdom, rule, and fenfe 5 
But, by a lucky accident, 
Jumbled into this fcheme of wondrous excellence* 
'Twas an eftabliuYd article of old. 

Chief of the philofophic creed, 
And does in natural productions hold $ 
That from mere nothing, nothing could proceed I 
Material fubftance never could have rofe 
If fome exigence had not been before. 
In wifdom infinite, immense in power. 
Whatever is made, a maker muft fuppoie, 
As an effeft a caufe that could produce it ihews. 
Nature and art, indeed, have bounds autgn'd* 
And only forms to things, not being, give} 
That from Omnipotence they muft receive i 
But the eternal felf-exiftent mind 
Can, with a {ingle Fiat, caufe to be 
All that die wondrous eye furveys, 

And all it cannot fee. 
Nature may (hape a beauteous tree, 
And art a noble palace raife, 
But muft not to creative power afpire j 

But their God a\oxit era. &<&?&* 
As pre-exifting fctotow* tofc ra^x 
U, where they arista** «**«&»*% 
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. WIS DOM. 

Matter produced, had dill a chaos been s 
For jarring elements engag'd, 
Eternal battles would have wag'd, 
&nd filTd with encjleft horror the tumultuous fcene f 

If vvifdom infinite, for lefs 
Could not the vaft prodigious embryo wield, 
Or ftrength complete to labouring Nature yield, 

Had not, with actual addrefs, 
UomposM the bellowing hurry, and eftablifh'd peace* 
Whatever this vifible creation fhews 

That *s lovely, uniform, and bright, 
That gilds the morning, or adorns the night, 
To her its eminence and beauty owes. 
By her all creatures have their ends aflign'd, 
Proportioned to their nature, and their kind} 

To which they fteadily advance, 

Mov'd by right Reafon's high command, 

Or guided by the fecret hand 
Df real inftinct, or imaginary chance. 

Nothing but men reject her lacred rules } 
Who from the end of their creation fly, 

And deviate into mifery : 
As if the liberty to act like fools 
Were the chief caufe that Heaven made them free. 
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PROVIDENCE. 

Bold it tbe wretch, and blaiphemous die am 
Who, finite, will attempt to lean 
The works of him that *s infinite]/ wile. 
And thofe he cannot comprehend, denies - 
As if a fpace immenfe were meafurable by a fpa 
Thus the proud fceptic will not own 
That Providence the world directs, 
Or its affairs infpe&s ; 
' But leaves it to itfelf alone. 
How does it with almighty grandeur (bit. 
To be concern M with our impertinence • 
Or interpofe his power for the defence 
Of a poor mortal, or a fenfelefs brute ? 
Villains could never fo fuccefsful prove, 
And unmolefted in thofe pleafure* live, 

Which honour, cafe, and affluence give; 
While fuch as Heaven adore, and virtue love, 
And mod the care of providence defcrve, 
Opprefs'd with pain and ignominy ftarve. 
What reafon can the wifeft mew, 
Why murder does unpunifiYd go, 
If the Moft High, that's juft and good, 
Intends and governs all below, 
And yet regards not the loud cries of guiltlefs b 

But (ha\\ NVt U\\TV%% X^fafttYttLVAft. <Utv^ x 

Becaufe our raXotv cax^ox \s\\ vl* v?v>j 
They are a\Wd, ot »&t&Vl i&aXniv** t 
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*Tis equally above the reach of thought, 
To comprehend how matter mould be brought 
From nothings as exiftent be 
From all eternity j 
And yet that matter is, we feel and fee : 

Nor is it eafier to define, 
What ligatures the foul and body join ; 

Or, how the memory doe? th' impreifion take 
Of things, and to the mind reftores them back* 

Did not th* Almighty, with immediate care, 

Direct and govern this capacious all , 

How foon would things into confufton fall ! 

Earthquakes the trembling ground would tear* 
And blazing comets rule the troubled air j 
Wide inundations, with reMlefs force, 
The lower provinces o'erftow, 
In fpite of all that human ftreagth could do 
To ftop the raging fea's impetuous courfe i 
Murder and rapine every place would fill, 
And finking virtue ftoop to profperous ill j 
Devouring peftilence rave, 
And all that part of nature which has breath 
Deliver to the tyranny of death, 
And hurry to the dungeons of the grave, 
[f watchful Providence were not concerned to fave # 
Let the brave (peak, who oft has been 
In dreadful fieges, and fierce battles feen, 
Sow he 's preferv'd, when bombs and bultate ^j 
k> thick, that fcarce one inch of aar \% free \ 
And though he does ten t\iaufou& fe& 
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Fall at his feet, and in a moment die, 
Unhnrt retreats, or gains unhurt the vi&ory. 
Let the poor (hipwreck*d failor (hew, 
To what invifible prote&ing power 
He did his life and fafetyowe, 
When the loud ftorm his well-built veftel tore, 
And a half-fhatter*d plank conveyM him to, the ihore. 
Nay, let th* ungrateful fceptic tell us how 
His tender infancy protection found, 
And helplefs childhood was with fafety crownM, 

If he HI no Providence allow $ 
When he had nothing but his nurfe's arms 
T^ guard him from innumerable fatal harms s 
From childhood how to youth he ran 
Securely, and from thence to man j 
How, in the ftrength and vigour of his years, 

The feeble bark of life he faves, 
Amidft the fury of tempeftuous waves, 
From all the dangers he forefees, or fears - 
Yet every hour 'twixt Scylla and Charybdis fteers, 

If Providence, which can the feas command. 
Held npt the rudder with a Heady hand. 

OMNIPRESENCE. 
VII. 

Tis happy for the fons of men, that he, 
Who all cxiftence out of nothing made, 
Supports his malum Vj Vcm&«&v»& *id t 
But then this a\\-iTteTv£v^T>*\\^ 
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For how (hall wc by demonftration fhcw 
The Godhead is this moment here. 
If he '8 not prefent every where, 

And always f© ? 
What 's not perceptible by fenfe, may be 

Ten thoufand miles remote from roe, 
Unlefs his nature is from limitation free* 

In vain we for protection pray ; 
For benefits receiv'd high altars raife, 

And offer up our hymns and praif 
In vain his anger dread, or laws obey. 
An abfent god from ruin can defend 

No more than can an abfent friepd $ 

No more is capable to know 

How gratefully we make returns, 
When the loud mufic founds, or vittim burns, 

Than a poor Indian Gave of Mexico* 

If fo, 't is equally in vain 

The profperous fings, and wretched mourns j 
He cannot hear the praife, or mitigate the pain. 
But by what Being is confin'd 

The Godhead we adore ? 
He mud have equal or fuperior power* 
If equal only, they each other bind, 
So neither 's God, if we define him right, 

For neither 's infinite. 
But if the other have (uperior might 
Then he, we wor&ip, can't pretend to b% 

Omnipotent, and free 
From all reflra/nr, and fo no DeAt^ % 
X 
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If God is limited in fpace ; his view, 
His knowledge, power, and wifdom, is fo tos j 
Unlefs we '11 own, that thefe perfe&ions are 

At all times prefent every where, 
Yet he himfelf not actually there. 
Which to fuppofe, that Grange conclufion brings, 

His effence and his attributes are different things. 



IMMUTABILITY. 

AS the fupreme, omnifcient mind, 
Is by no boundaries confin'd ; 
So Reafon muft acknowledge him to be 
From poffible mutation free : 
For what He is, He was from all eternity. 
Change, whether the effect of force or wiH 

Muft argue imperfection ftill. 
But imperfection in a Deity, 
That *s abfolutely perfect, cannot be s 
Who can compel, without his own confent 
A God to change that is omnipotent ? 
And every alteration without force, 
Is for the better or the worfe. 
He that is infinitely wife, 
To alter for the worfe will never choofe, 
That a depravity of nature (hews s 

And He, iiv wYiom all true oerfection lies, 
Cannot by change to &trt» wtitaa&Kii^ 
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If God be mutable, which way, or how, 
Shall we demonftrate, that will pleafe him now, 
Which did a thoufand years ago ? 
And 't is impoffible to know, 
What He forbids, or what He will allow. 
Murder, inchantment, luft, and perjury. 
Did in the foremoft rank of vices ftand, 
Prohibited by an exprefs command : 
But whether fuch they ftili remain to be, 
-'Nd argument will pofitivefy prove, 
. Without immediate notice from above; 
If the Almighty Legiflator can 
Be chang'd, like his kiconftant fubjeft, man* 
Uncertain thus what to perform or ftiun, 
We all intolerable hazards run, 
When an eternal ftake is to be loft of won* 



JUSTICE. 

REJOICE, ye fons of piety, and (ing 
Loud Hallelujah's to hi? glorious name, 
Who was, and will for ever be the fame : 
Your grateful incenfe to his temples bring,. 
That from the fmoking altars may arife 
Clouds' of perfumes to the imperial ikies. 
His pfomifes ftand firm to you, 
And endlefs joys will be beftow'di 
As Aire as that there is a God, 
)a nil whQ virtue chopfe, and rigYvteo>&% $90&% \p«S*»* 

Xa *** 
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Nor mould we more his menaces diftruft, 
For while he is a Deity, he muft 
(As infinitely good) be infinitely juft. 

But does it with a gracious godhead fuit, 
Whofe Mercy is bis darling attribute, 
To punilh crimes that temporary be, 
And thofe but trivial offences too, 
Mere flips of human nature, fmall and few 

With everlafting mifery ? 
This fhocks the mind with deep reflections fraugii 
And Reafon bends beneath the ponderous tbougii 
Crimes take their eftimate from guilt, and grow 
More heinous ftill, the more they do incenfc 
That God to whom all creatures owe 

Profoundeft reverence : 
Though as to that degree they raife 
The anger of the merciful Moft High, 
We have no ftandard to difcern it by, 
But the infliction he on the offender lays. 
So that if endlefs pun i foment on all 
Our unrepen ted fins muft fall, 
None, not the lead, can be accounted fmall. 
That God is in perfeclion juft, muft be 
Allow' d by all that own a Deity s 
If fo, from equity he cannot iwerve, 
Nor punifh finners more than they deferve. 
His will reveal'd, is both exprefs and clear* 
" Yecurfed of my Father, go 
* " To evwUttm^wiftr 
If ewWdag mew* tWBA\»» 
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Duration abfolutely without end ; 
Againft which fenfe fomc zealoufly contend, 
That when applied to pains, it only mean*, 

They (hall ten thoufand ages laft : 
Ten thoufand more, perhaps,, when they are paftj, 
But not eternal in a literal fenfe s 
Yet own the pleafures of the Juft remain 
So long as there 's a God exifts to reign* 
Though none can give a fblid reafon, wfey 

The word Eternity, 
To heaven and hell indifferent joined, 
Should carry fenfe of a different kindj, 
And 'tis, a fad experiment to try. 

GOODNESS. 

But if there be one attribute divine 
With greater luftre than the reft can mine*. 
*T is goodnefs which we every moment fee 
The godhead exercife with fuch delight, 

It feems, it only feems, to be 
The beft-belov'd.perfeaion of. the Deity,, 
And more than infinite* 

Without that, he could never prove 
The proper obje&s of our prajfe or love*. 
Were he not good, he 'd be no more concera'dl 
To hear the wretched in affliction cry, 
Or fee the guiltlefs for the guilty die* 
Than Nero, when the flaming c\t»j VwkiC^* 
And weeping Romans o*er !»%««»«»»** ^^^ 
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Eternal juftice then would be 

But everlafting cruelty; 
Power unreftrain'd, almighty violence 5 
And wifdom unconnVd, but craft imrnenfe. 
'Tis goodnefs constitutes him that be is; 
And thofe 

Who will deny him this, 
A god without a deity fuppofe. 
When the lewd atheift blafphemoufly fwears, 
By his tremendous name 

There is no god, but all *s a fham ; 

Infipid tattle, praife, and prayers. 
Virtue, pretence 5 and all the facred rules 
Religion teaches, tricks to cully fools : 

Juftice would ftrike th* audacious villain dead, 

But mercy, boundlefs, faves his guilty head; 

Gives him proteftion, and allows him bread. 

Does not the (inner whom no danger awes, 
Without reftraint, his infamy purfue, 

Rejoice, and glory in it too ; 
Laugh at the power divine, and ridicule his Jawij 

Labour in vice his rivals to excel!, 
That, when he *s dead, they may their pupils tell* 
How wittily the fool was damn'd, bow bard he fell? 

Yet this vile wretch in fafety lives, 
Bleffings in common with the beft receives 5 
Though he is proud t' affront the God thofe hleffiflgt 

The cVicarfuV fan Y&\ ?&&&«&£» W\^ *sv^v 
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And fruitful ftiowers without diftin&ion fall, 
Which fields with corn, with graft the paftures, fill. 
The bounteous hand of Heaven bellows 
Succefs and honour many times on thofe 
Who fcora his favourites, and carefs his foes* 

To this good God, whom my adventurous pea 
Has* dar'd to celebrate 
In lofty Pindar's ftrain 5 
Though with unequal ftrength to bear the weight 
Of fuch a ponderous theme fo infinitely great: 
To this good God, celeftial fpirits pay, 
With extacy divine, inceflant praife : 
While on the glories of his face they gaze. 
In the bright regions of eternal day. ' 
To him each rational exiftence here, 
Whofe breaft one fpark of gratitude contains* 
In whom there are the leaft remains 

Of piety or fear, 
His tribute brings of joyful facrifice, 
For pardon prays, and for protection flies t 
Nay, the inanimate creation give, 
By prompt obedience to his word, 
Inftin&ive honour to their lord 5 
And fliame the thinking world, who in rebellion live* 
With Heaven and earth then, O my foul, unite. 
And the great God of both adore and blefs, 
Who gives thee competence, content, and peace } 
The only fountains of fincere dti\^aX\ 

X 4 •** 
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That from the tranfitory joys below, 
Thou by a happy exit may*ft r emove 

To thofe ineffable above ; 
Which from the vifion of the godhead flow, 
And neither end, decreafe, nor interruption know. 

ELEAZAR'S LAMENTATION 

OVER JERUSALEM. 

PARAPHRASED OUT OF JOSEPHUS. 

ALAS, Jerufalem I alas ! where •* now 
«**> Thy priftine glory, thy unmatched renown, 
To which the heathen monarchies did bow ? 

Ah, haplefs, miftrable town ! 
Where *s all thy raajeAy, thy beauty gone* 
Thou once moft noble, celebrated place. 
The joy and the delight of all the earth | 

Who gav'ft to godlike princes birth, 
And bred up heroes, an immortal race ? 
Where *s now the vaft magnificence, which made 

The fouls of foreigners adore 

Thy wondrous brightnefs, which no more 
Shall mine, but lie in an eternal (hade r 
Oh mifery I where 's all her mighty date. 

Her fplendid train of numerous kings. 
Her noble edifices, noble things, 
Which made Y&t fatm fo*m\?«*&{ {great* 
That barbarous ^tvac*.* \uY« ^«% ^^^ 
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And wealthy prefents, as their tribute, brought, 
To court her frieiuMhip ? For her ftrength they fear'd, 
And all her wide protection fought. 

But now, ah ! now they laugh and cry, 

6ee how her lofty buildings lie ! 
See how her flaming turrets gild the iky ! 

Where *s all the young, the valiant, and the gay f 
That on her feftivals were u&'d to play 
Harmonious tunes, and beautify the day ? 

The glittering troops, which did from far 
Bring home the trophies, and the fpoils of war, 
Whom all the nations round with terror view'd 

Nor durft their godlike valour try ? 
Where'er they fought, they certainly fubdued* 
And every combat gain'd a victory. 
Ah ! where 's the houfe of the Eternal King }. 
The beauteous temple of the Lord of Hofts, 
To whofc large treafuries our fleet did bring. 
The gold and jewels of remoteft coafts ? 
There had the infinite Creator plac'd 

His terrible, amaeing name, 
And with his more peculiar prefence grae'd 
That heavenly fan&um, where no mortal came r 
The high prieft only $ he but once a year 
In that divine apartment might appear : 
So full of glory, and fo (acred then, 
But now corrupted with the heaps of (lain, 
Which fcatterM round mth.bVw^ **£&& ^aat«»s6p«l 

£ane. ^^ 
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Alas, Jerufalcm 1 each fpacious ftreet 
. . Was once fo fill'd, the numerous throng 
Was forc'd to joftle as they pafs'd along, 

And thousands did with thou fan d s meet ; 
The darling then of God, and man's belovM retreat. 
In thee was the bright throne of juftice fix'd, 
Juftice impartial, and vain fraud unmixed ! 
She fcora'd the beauties of fallacious gold 

Defpifing the mod wealthy bribes 5 

But did the facred balance hold 
With godlike faith to all our happy tribes. 
Thy well -built ftreets, and every noble fquare 

Were once with polifh'd marble laid, 

And all his lofty bulwarks made 
With wondrous labour, and with artful care. 
Thy ponderous gates, furprizing to behold, 

Were covered o'er with folid gold j 
Whofe fplendor did fo glorious appear, 

It raviuYd and amaz'd the eye ; 
And Grangers parting, to themfelves would cry 

What mighty heaps of wealth are here t 
How thick the bars of mafly filver lie ! 
O happy people 1 and ftill happy be, 
Celeftial city ! from deftru&ion free, 
May'ft thou enjoy a long, entire profperity f 

But now, oh wretched, wretched place ! 
Thy ftreets and palaces are fpread 
With heaps of caxcafe*, *xA xawrcteuoa of the dead. 
The bleeding w\te,% <& ^r Vw^«w\ 
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Each corner of the town, no vacant fpace, 

But is with breathlefs bodies fillM, 
Some by the fword, and fome by famine, kill'd* 
Natives and Grangers are together laid « 

Death's arrows all at random flew ' 

Amongft the crowd, and no diftin&ion made, • 

But both the coward and the valiant flew. 

All in one di final ruin join'd, 

(For fwords and peftilence are blind) N "* 

The fair, the good, the brave, no mercy find* 

Thofe that from far, with joyful hafte, 

Came to attend thy feftival, 

Of the fame bitter poifon tafte, 
And by the black, deftru&ive poifon fall | 
For the avenging fentence pafs'd on all. 
Oh ! fee how the delight of human eyes 

In horrid defolation lies ! 

See how the burning ruins flame K 
Nothing now left, but a fad, empty name ! 

And the triumphant victor cries, 

This was the fam'd Jerufalem J 

The moft obdurate creature nraft Tf! 

Be griev'd to fee thy palaces in duft, • > 

Thofe ancient habitations of the juft : j( 

And could the marble rocks but know 
The miferies of thy fatal overthrow, 
They 'd ftrive to find fome fecret way unkno^TC* 
Maugre the fenfelefs nature o£ fat fc.<w»» ^ 
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Their pity and concern to fliew : 

For now, where lofty buildings flood, 
Thy fohs corrupted carcafes are laid s 

And all by this deftru&ion made 
One common Golgotha, one field of blood. 
See I how thofe ancient men ^ who ruVd thy Hatty 

And made thee happy, made thee greats 

Who fat upon the awful chair 
Of mighty Mofes, in long fcarlat clad, 
The good to cberifh, and chaftife the bad s 

Now fit in the corrupted air, 
In (ilent melancholy, and in fad defpair ! 
See how their murdered children round them lie ! 

Ah, difmal fcene \ hark how they cry I 

Woe ! woe I one beam of mercy give. 

Good Heaven ! alas, for we would live!: 
Be pitiful, and fuffer us to die ! 

Thus they lament, thus beg for eaie ; 
While in their feeble, aged arms- they hold 
The bodies of their offspring, ftiff and cold,. 
To guard them from the ravenous favages : 
Till their increafing forrows death perfuade 

(For death muil fure with pity fee 
The horrid defolation he has made) 
To put a period to all their mifery. 

Thy wretched daughters that fur vive, 

Are by the heathen kept alive, 

Only to gratify their luft, 

And then Y>e mva? d, hiV&l cwwawtL ^^ 
€hl iiifuppojsu\Aft%tov»to»-'^ fcX * 
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What (hall we do ? ah I whither (hall we go ? 
Down to the grave, down to thofe happy (hades below " 
Where all our brave progenitors are bleft 
With ehdlefe triumph, and eternal reft. 

But who, without a flood of tears, can fee 
Thy mournful, fad cataftrophe ? 
Who can behold thy glorious temple lie 
In afhes, and not be in pain to die I 
Unhappy, dear Jerufatem ! thy woes 
-Have rais'd my griefs to fuch a vaft excefs, 

Thdir mighty weight no mortal knows, 
Thought cannot comprehend, or words expiefs, 
Nor can they peffibly, white I furvive, be lefs. 

Good Heaven had been extremely kind, 
If it had ftruck me dead, or (truck me blind, 
Before this curfed time, this worft of days. 
Is death quite tir'd ? are all his arrows (pent ? 
If not, why thea fo many dull delays r 
Quick, quick, let the obliging dart be fent! 
Nay, at me only let ten thoufand fly, 
Whoe'er (hall wretcbedly furvive j that I 

May, happily, be Aire to die. 
Yet (till we live, livfe in excefs of pain ! 

Our friends and relatives are (lain 1 

Nothing but ruins round us fee, 
Nothing but defolation, woe, and mifery ! 
Nay, while* we thus, with bleeding hearts, complaia, 

Our enemies without prepare 
Their direful engines to purfue t\vt wx \ 

" 3 



jtf POMFRET'S POEMS. 

And you may flavifhly preferve your breath 
Or feek for freedom in the arms of death.. 

Thus then refolve : nor tremble at the thoughts 
Can glory be too dearly bought ? 
Since the : Almighty wifdom has decreed, 
That we, and all our progeny, mould bleed 
It (hall be after fuch a noble way, 
Succeeding ages will with wonder view 

What brave defpair compell'd us to.! 
No, we will ne'er furvive another day ! 

Bring then your wives, your children* alt 
That 's valuable good or dear, 
With ready hands, and place them here j 
They fhali unite in one valt funeral. 
I know your courages are truly bra^', 
And dare do any thing but ill : 
Who would an aged father fave^ 
That he may live in chains and be a flave, 
Or for remorfelefs enemies to kill ? 
Let your bold hands then give the fatal blow * 
For, what at any other time would be- 
The dire effect of rage and cruelty, 
Is mercy, tendernefs, and pity, now ! 
This then perform'd, we '11 to the battle fly,. 
And there, aniidft our daughter' d foes, expire*. 
If 't is revenge and glory you defire, 
Now you may have them, if you dare but die !. 
Nay, more, eVn fr.te.dom and eternity I 
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A PROSPECT OF DEATH. 
A PINDARIC ESSAY. 



\ " _Sed omnes una manct nox, 

" Bt calcanda femel via lethi." Horace*. 

Since we can die but once, and after death, 
. . Our date no alteration knows ; 
But, when we have refign'd our breath, 

Th' immortal fpirit goes 
To endlefs joys, or *rerlafting woes : 
Wife is the roan who labours tofecure 

That mighty and important ftake 5 

And, by all methods, drives to makr 
His paflage fafe, and his reception Aire*. 
Merely to die, no man of reafon fears j 

For certainly we muft, 

As we are born, return to duft s 
*T is the laft point of many lingering years t 

But whither then we go 9 

Whither, we fain would know ; 
But human understanding cannot ihew. 

This makes us tremble, and creates 

Strange apprehensions in the mind 5 
Fills it with reftlefs doubts, and wild dt\n&t% y 
Concerning what we, living, cawcurt. faA« 
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None know what death is, but the dead; 
Therefore we all, by nature, dying dread, 
As a ftrange, doubtful way, we knew not tow to tre* 

■When to the margin of the grave we come, 
And fcarce have one black, painful hour to live; 
No hopes, no profpeft, of a kind reprieve, 
To flop our fpeedy paflage to the tomb j 

How moving, and how mournful* is the fight ! 

How wondrous pitiful, how wondrous fad ! 
Where then is refuge, where is comfort, to be had 

In the dark minutes of the dreadful night, 
To chear our drooping fouls for their amazing flight 3 

Feeble and languishing in bed we lie, 

Defpairing to recover, void of reft 5 

Wifliing for death, and yet afraid to die : 
Terrors and doubts diftra£l our breaft, 
With mighty agonies and mighty pains oppreit. 

Our face is moiften'd with a clammy fweat j 
Faint and irregular the pulfes beat 5 

The blood una&ive grows, 

And thickens as it flows, 
Deprived of all its vigour, all its vital heat* 
Our dying eyes roll heavily about, 

Their light juft going out ; 
And for fome kind affiftance call s 
But pity, ufelefs pity 's all 

Our weeping friends can give, 

Or vie itctm \ 
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Though their defires are great, their powers are fmall, 
The tongue 's unable to declare 
The pains and griefs, the miferies, we bear ; 
How infupportable cur torments are. 
Mu fie no more delights our deafening ears, 
Reftores our joys, or dilUpates our fears \ 
But all is melancholy, all is fad, . 
In robes of deepeft mourning clad ; . 
For, every faculty, and every fenfe, 
Partakes the woe of this dire exigence. 

Then we are fenfible too late, 
Tis no advantage to be rich or great : 
For, all the fulfome pride and pageantry of ftate 
No confolation brings. 
Riches and honours then are ufclefs things, . 
Taftelefs, or bitter, all j 
And, like the book which the apoftle eat, 
To the ill-judging palate fweet, 
But turn at laft to naufeoufnefs and gall. 
Nothing will then our drooping fpirits chear, , 
But the remembrance of good aclions paft. 
Virtue *s a joy that will for ever laft, 
And makes pale death lefs terrible appear; 
Takes out his baneful fting, and palliates our fear. 
In the dark antichamber of the grave 

What would we give (ev'n all we have*, 

All that our care and induftry have gained, 

AH that our policy, our fraud, our art, obtain'd) 
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Could we recall thofe fatal hours again 
Which we confunTd in fenfelefs vanities 
Ambitious follies, or luxurious eafe ! 

For then they urge our terrors, and increafe our pain. 

Our friends and relatives ftand weeping by 

Diflblv'd in tears, to fee us die $ 
And plunge into the deep abyfs of wide eternity. 

In vain they mourn, in vain they grieve : 

Their forrows cannot ours relieve. 
They pity our deplorable eftate : 

But what, alas, can pity do 

To foften the decrees of fate ? 
Befides, the fentence is irrevocable too. 
AH their endeavours to preferve our breath 

Though they do unfuccefsful prove 
Shew us how much, how tenderly, they love ? 
But cannot cut off the entail of death 
Mournful they look, and crowd about our bed : 

One, with officious hafte, 
Brings us a cordial we want fenfe to tafte • 
Another foftly raifes up our head $ 
This wipes away the fweat 5 that, fighing, cries 
See what convulfions, what ftrong agonies 

Both foul and body undergo ! 

His pains no intermiilion know ; 
For every gafp of air he draws, returns in fighs* 

Each would his kind afliftance lend, 
To fave his Atax tt\a&w&, or his dearer friend • 
But ftttl in vim vnXk fefttoi <to*i ^ ^«^ 
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t)ur father, pale with grief ancUwatching grown, 
Takes our cold hand in his, and cries, adieu ! 
Adieu, my child ! now I rauft follow you : 
Then weeps, and gently lay« It down. 
Our fons, who, in their tender years, 
Were objects of our cares, and of our fears. 
Come trembling to our bed, and, kneeling, v crv) 
Blefs Us, O father \ now before you die; 
Blefs us, and be you blefs M to all eternity. 
Our friend, whom equal to ourfelves we love> 

Companionate and kind* 
Cries, will you leave me here behind ? 
Without me fly to the blefs'd feats above f 

Without me, did I fay ? Ah, no ! 
Without thy friend thou canft not go : 
For, though thou leav'ft me groveling here below* 
My foul with thee fliall upward fly, 
And bear thy fpirit company, 
Through the bright paflage of the yielding (kf. 
Ev'n death, that parts thee from thyfclf, fliall be 
Incapable to feparate 
(For 'tis not in the power of fate) 
My friend, my beft, my deareft friend, and me s 
But, fince it muft be fo, farewell} 
For ever I No $ for we fhall meet again, 
And live like gods, though now we die like men* 
In the eternal regions, where juft fpirits dwell* 

*i 
Y * 
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The foul, unable longer to maintain 
The fruitlefs'and unequal ftrife, 
Finding her weak endeavours vain, 
To keep the, counterfcarp of life, 
By flow degrees, retires towards the heart • 
And fortifies that little fort 
With all its kind artilleries of art j 
Botanic legions guarding every port. 
But death, whofe arms no mortal can repel 
A formal fiege difdains to lay ; 
Summons his fierce battalions to the fray 
And in a minute ftorms the feeble citadel. 
Sometimes we may capitulate, and he 
Pretends to make a folid peace • 
But 'tis all mam, all artifice, 
That we may negligent and car clefs be : 
For, if his armies are withdrawn to-day 

And we believe no danger near 
But all is peaceable, and all is clear ; 
His troop9 return fome unfufpefted way • 
While in the foft embraces of fleep we lie 
The fecret murderers ftab us, and we die 

Since our firft parents' fall, 
Inevitable death deicends on all; 
A portion none of human race can mifs 
But that which makes it fweet or bitter is 
The fears of mifery, or certain hopes of blifs 
For, when tK 1 uft^iCvteTrt-^A V\tVAd die 
Loaded ^w\X\x «YB«* V&& vcSass*} ^ 
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If any fcnfe at that fad tune remains, 
They feel amazing terrors, mighty paintf 

The earned of that vaft, tiupcndoua woe. 
Which they to all eternity rnuft undergo* 

CotiftVd in hel! with everlafting eliding. 
Infernal fplrits hover in the air. 

Like ravenous wolves, to feize upon the prey* 

And hurry the departed fouls away 

To the dark receptacles of defpair ? 

Where they muft dwell till that tremendous day 

When the loud trump mall eaJJ them to appear 
Before a Judge moll terrible, and molt Severe % 

EBy whofe \uA fi-'iitence they mult go 
To everlalting pains, and endkfs woe. 
But the good man, whofe fool is pure, 
Unfpotted, regular, and free 
From all the ugly items of luft and villainy, 
nercy and of pardon lure, 
Looks through the dai knefs uf the gloomy night j 
•; uf ;i glorious day; 
Seei crowds of angels ready to convey 

His luul whenever (he takes her flight 
To the Curprizing matvfioni pf immortal light* 
Theta the celefti .:i 1 - t 

Nor tuffer the hbek demons of the air 
T' o'ppoj gt to the promisM land, 

(>i terrify hit thoughts with wild defpaii ; 
But all is calm within, and ail wUWuuv v* 
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His prayers, his charity, his virtues, prcfs 
To plead for mercy when he wants it moft $ 
Not one of all the happy number *s loft : 
And thofe bright advocates ne'er want fuccefs> 

But when the foul *s releas'd from dull mortality. 
She pafl"es up in triumph through the iky - 
Where the 's united to a glorious throng 
Of angels $ who, with a celeftial ibng, 

Congratulate her conqueft as foe flies along. 

If therefore all rauft quit the ftage, 

When, or how foon, we cannot know 5 
But, late or early, we are fure to go ; 

In the frefh bloom of youth, or withered age - 

We cannot take too fedulous a care, 
In this important, grand affair : 
For, as we die, we muft remain * 
Hereafter all our hopes are vain, 
To make our peace with Heaven, or to return again. 

The heathen, who no better underftood 

Than what the light of nature taught, declar'd, 
No future mifery could be prepar'd 

For the fincere, the merciful, the good j 
But, if there was a ftate of reft, 

They ftionld with the fame happinefs be bleft 
As the immortal gods, if gods there were, pofleft 

We have the promife of th' eternal truth, 

Thofe who \\?e well, and pious paths purfue 

To man, aik6. to ifc»\T "NVak« ,» \xsa^ 

I*t them e%v uc YU **** w y* 8 ^* 
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Can never mifs 
Their way to everlafting blifs : 
But from a world of mifery and care 
To manfions of eternal eafe repair ; 

Where joy in full perfection flows, 
And in an endlcfs circle moves, 
Through the vaft round of beatific love, 
Which no ceflation knows. 

ON THE 
GENERAL CONFLAGRATION, 
AND ENSUING JUDGEMENT. 
A PINDARIC ESSAY. 

" Effe quoque in fatis, reminifcitur, afFore tempus 

" Quo mare, quo tellus, correptaque regia caeli 

" Ardeat, & mundi moles operofa laborat." Ovid. Mett 

NO W the black days of univerfal doom, 
Which wondrous prophecies foretold, are come : 
What ftrong convulfions, what ftupendous woe, 

Muft finking nature undergo j 
Amidft the dreadful wreck, and final overthrow ! 
Methinks I hear her, confcious of her fate, 
With fearful groans, and hideous cries* 
Fill the prefaging dries \ 
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Unable to fupport the weight 
Or of the prefent, or approaching miferies. 
Methinks I hear her fummon all 
Her guilty offspring raving with defpair, 
And trembling, cry aloud, Prepare, 
Ye fubl unary powers, t' attend nay funeral ! 
See, fee the tragical portents, 
Thofe difmal harbingers of dire events ! 
Loud thunders roar, and darting lightnings fly 
Through the dark concave of the troubled Iky • 
The fiery ravage is begun, the end is nigh, 
Seehow the glaring meteors blaze! 

Like baleful torches, O they come 
To light diflblving Nature to her tomb ! 
And, fcattering round their peftilential rays, 
Strike the affrighted nations with a wild amaze. 
Vaft meets of flame, and globes of fire 
By an impetuous wind are driven 
Through, ail the regions of the inferior heaven j 
'Till, hid in fulphurous fmoke, they feemingly expire. 

Sad and amazing 'tis to fee, 
What mad confufion rages over all 
This fcorching ball ! 
No country is exempt, no nation free, 
But each partakes the epidemic mifery. 
What difmal havoc of mankind is made 
By wars, and peftilence, and dearth, 
ThrougYv xfcifc v*Vo\s. t«tok?S\& ^xth > 
Which vTith a m\rc&«ui£ Wj \>w^ \x*raA^ 
ForTook by Prov'i to&ce> *c& *W w<m% *aa 
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Whilft fiends, let loofe, their utraoft rage employ, 

To ruin all things here below 5 
Their malice and revenge no limits know, 
But, in the univerfal tumult, all deftroy. 

Diftra&ed mortals from their cities fly, 
For fafety to their champain ground* 
But there no fafety can be found 5 
The vengeance of an angry Deity, 
With unrelenting fury, docs inclofe them round : 
And whilft for mercy fome aloud implore 
The God they ridicul'd beforej 
And others, raving with their woe, 
(For hunger, thirft, defpair, they undergo) 

Blafpheme and curfe the Power they fhould ador&j 
The earth, parch* d up with drought, her jaws extends. 
And opening wide a dreadful tomb, 
The howljng multitude at once defcends .\ 

Together all into her burning womb. 

The tremhJing Alps abfcond their aged heads 
In mighty pillars of infernal fmoke, 

Which from their bellowing caverns broke, 

.And fuffocates whole nations where" it fpreads. 
Sometimes the fire within divides 
The mafly rivers of thofe fecret chains, 
Which hold together their prodigious fides, 
And hurls the fhatter'd rocks o'er all the plains*: 
While towns and cities, every thing below. 

Is overwhelm^ with the fame bur^ o£ v«q*% 
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Amidft this dreadful hurricane of woes, 
(For fire, confufion, horror, and defpair, 
Fill every region of the tortured earth and air) 

The great archangel his loud trumpet blows $ 
At whofe amazing found frefh agonies 
Upon expiring nature feize : 
For now me *11 in few minutes know 
The ultimate event and fate of all below. 
Awake, ye dead, awake, he cries ; 

(For all muft come) 
All that had human breath, arife, 
To hear your laft, unalterable doom. 

At this the ghaftly tyrant, who had fway'd 
So many thoufand ages uncontroll'd, 
No longer could his fceptre hold $ 
But gave up all, and was himfelf a captive mad** 

The fcatter'd particles of human clay, 
Which in the filent grave's dark chambers lay, 
Refume their priftine forms again, 
And now from mortal, grow immortal men* 
Stupendous energy of facred Power, 

Which can collect wherever caft 
The fmalleft atoms, and that fhape reftore 
Which they had worn fo many years before, 
That through ftrange accidents and numerous changes 
paft! 

See how the joyful angels fly 

From every quarter 0? tia& &>j% ^_ 
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To gather and to convoy all 
The pious Tons of human race, 
To one capacious place, 
Above -the confines of this flaming ball. 

See with what tendernefs and love they bear 
Thofe righteous fouls through the tumultuous airj 

Whilft the Ungodly ftand below, 
Raging with ftiame, confufion, and defpair, 
Amidft the burning overdirow, 
Expecting fiercer torment, and acuter woe. 

Round them. infernal fpirits howling fly; ) 

O horror, curfes, tortures, chains ! they cry { 

And roar aloud with execrable blafphemy . ) 

Hark how the daring fons of infamy 
Who once diffblvM in pleafures lap, 
Arid laugh'd at this tremendous day, 
To rocks and mountains now to hide them cry, 
But rocks and mountains all in afhes He. 
Their fliame 's fo mighty, and fo ftrong their fear, 
That, rather than appear 
Before a God incensM, they would be burPd 
Amongft the burning ruins of the world, 
And lie conceard, if poffible, for ever there. 
Time was they would not own a Deity, 

Nor after death a future ftate j 
But now, by fad experience, find, too late, 
There is, and terrible to that degree, 
That rather than\>c\io\oA\*fo&*\1xvj M ccafe to be. 

TO Va^ 
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And Aire 'tis better, if Heaven would give confent, 
To have no being 5 but they muft remain, 
For ever, and for ever be in pain. 
O inexpreflible, ftupendous punifhment, 
Which cannot be endur'd, yet muft be underwent ! 

But now, the eaftern ikies expanding wide, 

The glorious Judge omnipotent defcends, 
And to the fublunary world his paflage bends 5 
Where, cloath'd with human nature, he did once refide. 

Round him the bright ethereal armies fly, 

And loud triumphant hallelujahs fing, 

With fongs of praife, and hymns of victory, 
To their celeftial king 5 

All glory, power, dominion, majefty, 

Now, and for everlafting ages, be 
To the Effential One, and Co-eternal Three* 
Perifh that world, as 'tis decreed, 
Which faw the God incarnate bleed ! 

Perifh by thy almighty vengeance thofe 

Who durft thy perfon, or thy laws, expofe j 
The curfed refuge of mankind, and hell's proud feed* 

Now to the unbelieving nations (hew, 

Thou art a God from all eternity j 

Not titular, or but by office fo 5 

And let them the myfterious union fee 
•f human nature with the Deity. 

With "mighty tranfports, yet with aweful feact* 

The good behold this gYonou* ^eJcwA 

Their God in all his ma^cfof ^YRW*** , 
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Ineffable, amazing bright, 
And fcated on a throne of everlafting light. 
Round the tribunal, next to the Moft High, 
In facred difcipline and order, ftand 
The peers and princes of the iky, 
As they excel in glory or command. 
Upon the right hand that illuftrious crowd, 
In the white bofom of a mining cloud 
Whofe fouls abhorring all ignoble crimes 

Did, with a fteady courfe, purfue. 
His holy precepts in the worft of times, 
Maugre what earth or hell, what man or devils could da, 
And now that God they did to death adore 
For whom fuch torments and fuch pains they boff 
Returns to place them on thofe thrones above 
Where, undifturb'd, uncloy'd, they will poffefs 
Divine, fubftantial happinefs, 
Unbounded as his power, and lading as his love. 

Go, bring, the Judge impartial, frowning, cries, 
Thofe rebel fons, who did my laws delpife ; 
Whom neither threats nor promifes could move, 
Not all my fufFerings, nor all my love, 
To fave themfelves from everlafting miseries. 
At this ten millions of archangels flew 
Swifter than lightning, or the fwifteft thought. 
And lefs than in an inftant brought 
The wretched, curs'd, infernal, crew • 
Who witVi dA&oiXfcA. i&ga&t come, 
To hear their fed, utoftttiWt &*>m, 
Alas ! they cry, on* Vww» *l ww* fe*„ % 
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Thou all-forgiving Deity ! 
To pardon crimes, is natural to thee s 
Crufh us to nothing, or fufpend our woe. 

But if it cannot, cannot be, 
And we muft go into a gulph of fire, 

(For who can with Omnipotence contend?) 
Grant, for thou art a God, it may at laft expire, 
And all our tortures have an end. 
Eternal burnings, O, we cannot bear ! 
Though now our bodies too immortal are, 
Let them be pungent to the laft degree : 
And let our pains innumerable be 5 
IJut let them not extend to all eternity ! 

Lo, now there does no place remain 
For penitence and tears, but all 
Muft by their actions ftand or fall : 
To hope for pity, is in vain 5 
The dye is caft, and not to be recalTd again. 
Two mighty books are by two angels brought s 
In this, impartially recorded, ftands 
The law of nature, and divine commands : 
In that, each action, word, and thought, 
Whatever was faid in fecret, or in fecret wrought. 
Then firft the virtuous and the good, 
Who all the fury of temptation ftood, 
And bravely pafs'd thro* ignominy,chains, and blood. 
Attended by their guardian angels come 
To the trenfendous bar of final doom. 
In vain the grand accufer, naVvtv^ Wvc^jk 
A Jong indigent of enormovft i&fa^* Wfea 

5 
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Whofe guilt wip'd off by penitential tears. 
And their Redeemer's blood and agonies, 
No more to their aftonifliment appears, 

But in the fecret womb of dark oblivion lies. 

Come, now, my friends, he cries, ye fons of gr 
Partakers once of all my wrongs and fliarae, 

Defpis'd and hated for ray name * 
Come to your Saviour's and your God's embnw 
Afcend, and thofe bright diadems poffefs. 
For you by my eternal Father made, 
Ere the foundation of the world was laid • 
And that furprizing happinefs, 
Immenfe as my own Godhead, and will ne'er be '. 
For when I languishing in prifon lay 
Naked, and ftarv'd almoft for want of bread 

You did your kindly vifits pay. 
Both cloath'd my body, and my hunger fed. 
Weary'd with ficknefs, or opprefs'd with grief. 
Your hand was always ready to fupply : 
"Whene'er I wanted, you were always by 
To mare my forrows, or to give relief. 
In all diftrefs, fo tender was your love, 

I could no anxious trouble bear j 
No black misfortune, or vexatious care, 
But you were ftill impatient to remove, 
And mourn'd, your charitable hand mould unfuccti 
prove : 
All this ycni oa&» ita-u^H not to xn\ 
In perfon, -ytt to \xC\x\fc\xwm\^ v 
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And mall for ever live . 
In all the glories that a God can give 
Or a created being *s able to receive. 

At this the architects divine on high 

Innumerable thrones of glory raife, 

On which they, in appointed order, place, 

The human coheirs of eternity, 
And with united hymns the God incarnate praife s 
O holy, holy, holy, Lord, 
Eternal God, Almighty One, 
Be Thou for ever, and be Thou alone, 
By all thy creatures, conftantly adored I / 
Ineffable, co-equal Three, 
Who from non -entity gave birth 
To angels and to men, to Heaven and to earth, 
Yet always waft Thyfelf, and wilt for ever be. 
But for thy mercy, we had ne'er pofleft 
Thcfe thrones, and this immenfe felicity 5 
Could ne'er have been fo infinitely bleii 1 
Therefore all Glory, Power, Dominion, Majefty, 

To Thee, O Lamb of God, to Thee, 
For ever longer, than for ever, be ! 
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Then the incarnate Godhead turns his face 
To thofe upon the left, and cries, 

(Almighty vengeance flafliing in his eyes) 
Ye impious, unbelieving race, 
To thofe eternal torments go* 
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Prepar'd for thofe rebellious font of light, 
In burning darkaefs and ist flaming night, 
Which mall no limit or ceflation know, 

But always are extreme, and always will be fe. 
The final fentence p*ft, a dreadful cloud 
Inclofing all the miserable crowd, 
A mighty hurricane of thunder rofe, 
And hurl'd them all into a lake of fir*, 
Which never, never, never can expire | 
The vaft abyfs of endkfs woes : 

Whilft with their God the righteous mount da fcigi 
In glorious triumph palling through the fty, 

To joys i mm en ft, and everlaftirg extafy, 

REASONi A P O E * 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1700. 

UNhappy man ! who, through fucceflive years, 
From early youth to life's «laft childhood errs 
No fooner born but proves a foe to truth 5 
For infant Reafon is o'erpowerM in youth. 
The cheats of fenfe will half our learning fhare j 
And pre-conceptions all our knowledge are, 
Reafon, *t is true, Ihould over fenfe prefide : 
Correal our notions, and our judgments guide ; 
But falfe opinions, rooted in the mind, 
Hoodwink Oae fo>a\, **A Valour Reafon blind. 
J^eafon. 'a a ta^er, niYac^Vm^W^Vmsc^^ 
A languid flatue, i0tox fcW%>*eA ^w^^ v^ % . 
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f We fee-'t a little while* and Hut a little Vay | 

f We travel by its lights at men by day i 

f But^ukfcly dyings it forfakes tii fodri, 

I Like morning-ftar$, that never ftay till noon. 

) The foul can fcarce above the body rife; 

/ And all we fee is with cdfyoreal eyes. 

Life now does fcarce one giimpfe of light difplay.fr 
We mourn in darkneft, and defp&ir of day : 
That natural night, once dreft with orient beams, 
Id now dtthiniuYd, and a twilight feems j 
A mifceHaneous competition, made 

l ' Of night and day, of funfhine and of (hade. 

j Through an uncertain medium now we look, 
And find that fajfehood, which for truth we todk : 
So rays projected from the eaftern ikies* 
Shew the falfe day before the fun can rife* 

E That little knowledge now which man obtains,' 
From outward objects, and from fehfe he gains : 
He, like a wretched flave muft plod and fweat | 

. By day muft toil, by night that toil repeat 5 

- And yet, at kit, what lirtle fruit he gains! 
A beggar's harveft, glean' d with mighty pains ! 

The patfions; ft ill predominant, will rule 
Ungovern'd, rude, riot bred in Reafori's fchbol 5 
Our underftandtng they with darkriefs fill, 
Caufe ftrong corruptions, and pervert the will. 
On thefe the foul, a* oh fome flowing tide, 
Muft fit, and on the raging billows ride, 
Hurried away 5 for how can bfc Vtifo&o<A 
TV impetuous torrent of the, W\\vi^\>\q<^ 
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Begone, falfe hopes, for all our learning 's vain ; 

Can we be free where thefe the rule maintain ? 

Thefe are the tools of knowledge which we life * 

The fpirits heated, will ftrange things produce. 

Tell me, whoe'er the paflions could control 

Or from the body difengage the foul * 

Till this is done, pur beft purfuits are vain 

To conquer truth, and unmixM knowledge gain : 

Through all the bulky volumes of the dead 

And through thofe books that modern times have bred, 

With pain we travel, as through moorifh ground, 

Where fcarce one ufeful plant is ever found • 

O'er-run with errors, which fo thick appear, 

Our fearch proves vain, no fpark of truth is there. 

What 's all the noify jargon of the fchools 
But idle nonfcnfe of laborious fools, 
Who fetter Reafon with perplexing rules r 
What in Aquina's bulky works are found, 
Does not enlighten Reafon, but confound : 
Who travels Scotus* fwelling tomes, mall find 
A cloud of darknefs rifing on the mind 5 
In controverted points can Reafon fway, 
When paflion, or conceit, ftill hurries us away 1 
Thus his new notions Sherlock would inftil 
And clear the greateft myfteries at will j 
But, by unlucky wit, perplex'd them more, 
And made them darker than they were before. 
South foon oppos'd him, out of chriftian zeal j 
Shewing now vreW Va <wW &v^\a, **i >;aiL 
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How (hall we e'er difcover which is right, 

When both fo eagerly maintain the fight ? 

Each does the other's arguments deride 5 

Each has the church and fcripture on his fide. 

The fharp, ill-natur'd combat *s but a jeft 5 

Both may be wrong; one, perhaps, errs the leaft. 

How mail we know which articles are true, 

The old ones of the church, or Burnet's new ? 

In paths uncertain and un&fe he treads, 

Who blindly follows other fertile heads : 

What fure, what certain mark have we to know, 

The right or wrong, 'twixt Burgefs, Wake, and Howe? 

Should unturn'd nature crave the medic art, 
What health can that contentious tribe impart? 
Every phyfician writes a different bill, 
And givt sr no other-Reafon but his will. 
No longer boaft your art, ye impious race j 
Let wars 'twixt Alcalies and Acids ceafe; 
And proud G — 11 with Colbatch be at peace. 
Gibbons and Radcliffe do but rarely guefs 5 
To-day they 've good, to-morrow, no fuccefs. 
Ev'n Garth and * Maura s fometimes (hall prevail, 
When Gibfon, learned Hannes, and Tyfon, fail. 
And, more than once we 've feen, that blundering Sloane* 
Miffing the gout, by chance has hit the ftone 1 
The patient does the lucky error find : 
A cure he works, though not the cure defign'd. 

Cuftom, the world *s great idol, we adore \ 
And knowing this, we fcek to. know tvol \tvot^%. 

* Sir Richard Black,motv ^ 

*7. „ ^ 
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The firft man rarely, very rarely finds 

The tedious, fearch of long enquiring minds s 

But yet what *s worfe, we know not what we < 

What mark does truth, what bright diftin&ion ^ 

How do we know that what we know is true ? 

How fhall we falfehood fly, and truth purfue ? 

Let none then here his certain knowledge boaft * 

*T is all but probability at mod : 

This is the eafy purchafe of the mind j 

The vulgar's treafure, which we foon may find ! 

But truth lies hid, and ere we can explore 

The glittering gem, our fleeting life is o'er. 

DIES NOVISSIMA: 

OR, THE 

LAST EPIPHANY. 

A Pindaric Ode, on Christ's Second Appearu 
to Judge the World. 

ADIEU, ye toyifli reeds, that once could pleafe 
My fofter lips, and lull my cares to cafe : 
Be gone $ I '11 wafte no more vain hours with you t 
And, fmiling Sylvia too, adieu. 

A brighter power invokes my Mufe, 
And loftier thoughts and raptures does infufe. 
Sec, beckoning, from yon cloud, he (lands, 
And promifes aK\^^^H»VCcLVv\\»ss^ % 
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the heavy-rolling God, 
cnt, revel m his fralJ ah. 
my breaft heave c "a beat! 

link, beneath the furious heat t 
eighty bfifs overwhelms my breaft, 
■r- flowing joys profufely waj 

r bard, O Hicred Ppwer a mCf/h^ 
more large, trY elapfeft to receiv 
er yet, to catch the | 

ith to fave ! 
rata the fuit— the God inflame* my bread; 
e a with ei reft : 

e meuntai nd retires 

r I mjx> tmfing'd, with « dre J 

eatfing deity I have in \ 
tal know*, n yet, what wonders will enfue, 

'd thr< i of unfu! 

"d, and ikkeifd at the blifsfi 

.ering palenefs ]'•■■ 

ft the peft flew off, and thus I 

Sacred Guide, fhiill ihh bright clime 

rvive the fatal tell ^f time, 

sriHtj with oar mortal globe brU w> 

en yon fun no longer fhines ?** 

I RniflTd veiling low \ 

likj nor mil 
tie* of that tremendous day* 



The nice* 



** ^»» 



u t POMFRET'S POEMS. 

« Know, when o'er-jaded Time his round lias na, 
« And finifiVd are the radiant journeys of the fun, 

" The great decifive morn ftiall rife, 
" And Heaven^s bright Judge appear in opening fti« 
" Eternal grace and juftice he *11 beftow 

" On all the trembling world below." 

He Taid. J mus'd ; and thus returned x. 
« What enfigns, courteous ftranger, tell^ 

" Shall the brooding day reveal ?** 
He anfwer'd mild . 

" Already, ftupid with their crimes* 
" Blind mortals projlrate to their idpls Ue : 

" Such where the boding times, 

" Ere ruin bl.ajfted from the fluicy fky $ 
•* DtiTolv'd they lay in fulfome eafe, 

" And revel'd in luxuriant peace j 
« In bacchanals they did their hours con fume, 
" And bacchanals led on their fwift advancing doos 

Adulterate Chrifts already rife,. 

And dare t* aflfrage the angry ikies j . 
Erratic throngs their $aviow*$ blood deny, 
And from the Croft, alas ! he does neglected figb 5 
The Anti-Chriftian Power has rais'4 his Hydra hea 
And ruin, only lefs than Jefus* health, dotes fpread. 
So long the gore through poifon'd veins has flow'i 
That fcarcely ranker is a fury's blood $ 
Yet fpecious artifice, and fair difguiie, 
The monftef s toa^t* axA vasfo* ^Sw^.J^&sa^ 
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A fiend's blflcfc, WW*0, in an aagel's m*W> 
tfe <l¥*f*» an^paffeifo ** qonfc^au* Jftacn 
Straight, when he finishes his lawlefs *eign, 

Nature fhall paint &e fhiajag fpeag, 
Quick ajtfte Jigging which iftipires *fce tr*io # 

Forward confufion fhall provoke the fray, 
And nature from her ancient order ftray j 

Black terapefts, gathering from the feas around*. 
In horrid ranges fhall advance ; 
And, as they march, in thickeft fables drowned, 

The rival thunder from the clouds (hall foim,d, 
And lightnings join the fearful dance : 
The bluftering armies o'er the (kies fhall fprea,d, 

J^nd unlverfal terror flied $ .. r 

Loud ifluing peals, and rifing fheets of fmoke, 

Th* encumber'd region of the air (hall choke j 
The noify main fhajl lafh the fuffering (h? re » 

And from the rocks the breaking billows roar ! 

Black thunder burfts, blue lightning burnt, 

And melting worlds to heaps of a/hes turns ! 
The forefts (hall beneath the tempeft bend, 

And rugged winds the nodding cedars rend. 

Reverfe all Nature's web (hall run. 
And fpotlcfs mifrule all around, 

Order, its flying foe, confound 5 
Whrrft backward all the threads mallhaftetobeunfputfc 

Triumphant Chaos, with his oblique wand, 
(The wand with which, ere &Dft\w@s&i 
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His wandering flaves he did command, 
And made them fcamper right, and in rude range* rn) 

The hoftile harmony (hall chace j 
And as the nymph refigns her place, 

And panting to the neighbouring refuge flies. 
The formlefs ruffian (laughters with his eyes, 
And following ftorms the pearching dame's retreat, 

Adding the terror of his threat j 
The globe (hall faintly tremble round, 
And backward jolt, diftorted with the wound. 

Swath'd in fubftantial (hrowds of night 
The fickening fun (hall from the world retire 

Stripp'd of his dazzling robes of fire $ 
Which dangling, once, (lied round a lavifh flood of ligh 
No frail eclipfe, but all eflential (hade 

Not yielding to primaeval gloom, 

Wfcilft day was yet an embryo in the womb • 
Nor glimmering in its fourcc, with filver ftreamei 

play'd, 
A jetty mixture of the darknefs (pread 

O'er murmuring ^Egypt's head $ 

And that which angels drew 
O'er Nature's face, when Jefus died j 
Which deeping ghofts for this miftook, 
And, rifing, off their hanging funerals (hook 
And fleeting pafs'd expos'd their bloodlefs* bread 
view, 

Yet find it not £o taxV, *xA\»^n&x < 
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Now bolder fires appear, 

And o'er the palpable obfcurement fport, 
glaring and gay as falling Lucifer, 

Yet mark'd with fate, as when he fled th* setherial 
court, 
And plung'd into the opening gulph of night j 
A fabre of immortal flame I bore, 
And with this arm, his flourifhing plume I tore, 
And ftraight the fiend retreated from the fight. 

Mean time the lambent prodigies on high 

Take gamefome meafures in the (ky j 
Joy'd with his future feaft, the thunder roars 

In chorus to th* enormous harmony ; 
And holloo's to his offspring from fulphureous (lores : 
Applauding how they tilt, and how they fly, 

And their each nimble turn, and radiant embaffy. 

The moon turns paler at the fight, 

And all the blazing orbs deny their light $ 

The lightning with its livid tail, 

A train of glittering terrors draws behind, 
Which o'er the trembling world prevail 5 

Wing'd and blown on by ftorms of wind, 
They (hew the hicfeous leaps on either hand, 

Of Night, that fpreads her ebon curtains round, 

And there ere&s her royal ftand, 
In feven-fold winding jet her confcious temples bound. 

The ftars next, darting from their fpheres, 
In giddy revolutions leap and tous&\ 
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Whilft this with doubtful fury glare*, . 
And meditate, new wars, 
And wheels in fporthre gyres around, 
Its neighbour mall advance to fight ; 
And while each offers to enlarge its right, 
The general ruin (hall increaie, 
And baniJh all the votaries of peace;. 
No more the ftars, with paler beams, 
Shall tremble o'er the midnight ftreams, 
But travel downward to behold 

What mimics them fo twinkling there : 
And, like Narciflus, as they gain more near, 
For the lov'd image ftraight expire, 
And agonize in warm defire, 
Or flake their luft, as in the ftream they roll. 

Whilft the world burns, and all the orbs below 

In their viperous ruins glow, 
They fink, and unfupported leave the ikies, 

Which fall abrupt, and tell their torment in th 
noife. 
Then fee th' Almighty Judge, fedate and bright, 
CloathM in imperial robes of light ! 
His wings the wind, rough ftorms the chariot bea 
And nimble harbingers before him fly, 

And with officious rudenefs brufh the air y 
Halt as he halts, then doubling in their flight, 
In horrid fport with one another vie, 
And leave \>eYvua& c^\cV-n*'\w$axv^ tca&s of light ; 
Then urging, to tVca wfc* ^v^ <\*&^ 
And fliivcring,U&^^ to^^«^%«a»«.«« 
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The Mighty Jtt&gt rides in tempeffaout titte 
Whilft mighty guards his orders wait : 

His waving vefttnents mine 
Bright as the fun, Which lately did its beam refign, 
And burnifh'd wreaths of light mall make his form 

divine. 
Strong beams of majefty around his temples play, 
And the tranfcendant gaiety of his face allay 1 
His Father's reverend cha raclers he '11 wear. 

And both o'erwhelm with light, and over-awe with 

fear, 
Myriads of angels (hall be there, 

And I, perhaps, clofe the tremendous tear 5 
Angels, the firft and faireft fons of day, 

Clad with eternal youth, and as their veftments gay. 

Nor for magnificence alone, 
To brighten and enlarge the pageant fcene, 
Shall we encircle his more dazzling throne', 

And fwell the luftre of his pompous traSh" ^ 
The nimble minifters of blifs or w6e 

We fliall attend, and fave, or deal the blow, 
As He admits to joy, or bids to pain. 

The welcome news 
Through every Angel's breaft frefli raptures fliall dif- 

The day is come, [fufe. 

When Satan with his powers (hall fink t« endlefs doom* 

No more (hall we his hoftile troops ourfoft. 
From cloud to cloud, nor the, \qw£ fc^&x iw« * 
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Then Raphael, big with life, the trump fliall found, 
From falling fpheres the joyful mufic (hall rebound, 
And feas and fhores fhall catch and propagate it round: 
Louder he '11 blow, and it fhall fpeak more fhrill, 
Than when, from Sinai's hill, 
In thunder through the horrid reddening fmoke, 

Th' Almighty fpoke. 
We '11 fhout around with martial joy, 
And thrice the vaulted fkies fliall rend, and thrice our 

fhouts reply. 
Then firft th* Archangel's voice, aloud, 

Shall chearfully falute the day and throng 
And Hallelujah fill the croud j 
And I, perhaps, fhall clofe the fong. 

From its long deep all human race fhall rife, 
And fee the morn and Judge advancing in the fkies: 

To their old tenements the fouls return 
Whilft down the fteep of Heaven as iwift the Judge <k- 

fcends ! 
Thefe look illuftrious bright, no more to mourn : 
Whilft, fee, diftra&ed looks yon ftalking fhades attend 
The faints no more fhall conflict on the deep 
Nor rugged waves infult the labouring fhip • 
But from the wreck in triumph they arife 
And borne to blifs fhall tread empyreal ikies. 



C««m2i 



f *5! T 



N T E ■ N T 



THE Choice - - Page 

Lo v e tri u m phsnt over Rcafon . A V i fton 
The Fortunate Complaint 
Strephon** Love for Delia /uliified, m an EpilHc to 
Celadon - - %%t 

Epiftle to Delia 
A Pallor al EBay on tlic Death of Queen Mauy* j\ 

1694- 
To his Friend under Affli - - 265 

To another Friend under A ffilrl ton - ify 

To hi$ Friend Inclined to marry 
To a Painter, drawing Dorm da's Pifture - 17 % 

To the Painter, after he had finished Dorbda's Pit- 

Hire - 

Cruelty and L lift. An Epiftolary Eilay 

On the Marriage of the Earl of A- with the Covin- 

teft of S^^— - - 290 

In ' for the tnonument of Diana, Countefs 

ilgin - 394* 

Engliih - - 295 

n the Divine Attribute! #- - %$j 

er Jerufak *■ 3*1 

A Profpefl of Deatli - * 




